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ART of COQUETRYM 


Mas. L E N N O X. 


* E lovely maids! whoſe yet unpractic'd hearts 
| Ne'er felt the force of love's rèſiſtleſs darts; 
| Who juſtly ſet a value on your charms, 

| Pow'r all your wiſh, but beauty all your arms; 

| Who o'er mankind wou'd fain exert your ſway, 
And teach the lorgly tyrant to obey ; 

| Attend my rules, to you alone addreſs'd. 

| Deep let them fink in every female breaſt ; 

| The queen of love herſelf my boſom fires, 

| Aliſts my numbers, and my thoughts inſpires : 

| Me ſhe inſtructed in each ſecret art, 

That firft ſubdues, and then enſlaves the heart; 
The ſigh that heaves by ſtealth, the ſtarting tear, 
The melting languiſh, the obliging fear ; 
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Half-utter'd wiſhes, broken, kind replies, 
And all the filent eloquence of eyes; 

To teach the fair by various wiles to move 

The ſoften'd foul, and bend the heart to love. 
Proud of her charms, and conſcious of her facc, 
The haughty beauty calls forth ev'ry grace; 
With fierce defiance throws the killing darr ; 

By force ſhe wins, by force ſhe keeps the heart. 
The witty fair a nobler game purſues, 

Aims at the head, but the rapt ſoul ſubdues. 
The languid nymph enflaves with ſofter art, 
With ſweet neglect ſhe ſteals into the heart 
Slowly ſhe moves her ſwimming eyes around, 
Conceals her ſhaft, but meditates the wound: 
Her gentle languiſhments the gazers move, 


Her voice is muſic, and her looks are love. 


To few tho? Nature may theſe gifts impart, 
What ſhe witholds the wiſe can win from art; 
Then let your airs be ſuited to your face, 

Nor to alanguiſh tack a ſprightly grace. 

The ſhort round face, briſk eyes, and auburn hair, 
Muſt ſmiling joy in every motion wear ; 

The quick unſettled glance muſt deal around, 
Hide all defign, and ſeem by chance to wound. 
Dark rolling eyes a languiſh may aſſume ; 
Theſe the ſoft looks and melting airs become: 
The penſive head upon the hand reclin'd, 

As if ſome ſweet diſorder fill*d the mind; 
Let the heav'd breaſt a ſtruggling ſigh reſtrain, 
And ſeem to ſtop the falling tear with pain. 
The youth, who all the ſoft diſtreſs believes, 
Soon wants the kind compaſſion which he gives, 
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But beauty, wit, and youth, may ſometimes fail, | 

Nor always o'er the ſtubborn ſoul prevail: 

Then let the fair-one have recourſe to art; 

Who cannot ſtorm, may undermine the heart, 

Firſt form your artful looks with ſtudious care, 

From mild to grave, from tender to ſevere, 

Oft on the careleſs youth your glances dart, 

A tender meaning let each glance impart. 

| Whene'er he meets your looks, with modett pride 

| And ſoft confuſion, turn your eyes aſide, 

| Let a ſoft figh ſteal out, as if by chance; 

| Then cautious turn, aud {teal another glance, 

| Caught by theſe arts, with pride and hope elatc, 

| The deſtin'd victim ruſhes on his fate: 

Pleas'd, his imagin'd victory purſues, 

| And the kind maid with ſoft attention views; 

| Contemplates now her ſhape, her air, her face, 
And thinks each feature wears an added grace 
Till gratitude, which firſt his boſom proves, 

| By flow degrees ſublim'd, at length he loves, 
is harder ſtill to fix than gain a heart; 

What's won by beauty, muſt be kept by art, 

Too kind a treatment the bleſt lover cloys, 

| And oft deſpair the growing flame deſtroys ; 

| Sometimes with ſmiles receive him, ſometimes tears, 
And wiſely balance both his hopes and fears. 
Perhaps he mourns his ill- -requited pains, 

| Condemns your ſway, and ſtrives to break his chains; 
Bchaves as if he now your ſcorn defy'd, 
And thinks at leaſt he ſhall alarm your pride : 
But with indifference view the ſeeming change, 
Aud let your eyes to ſeck new conqueſts range ; 
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While his torn breaſt with jealous fury burns, 
He hopes, deſpairs, adores, and hates by turns; 

With anguiſh now repents the weak deceit, 

And powerful paſſion bears him to your feet, 

Strive not the jealous lover to perplex, 

IIl ſuit ſuſpicions with that haughty ſex ; 
KRaſhly they judge, and always think the worſt, 
And love is often baniſh'd by diſtruſt, 

Io theſe an open, free behaviour, wear; 
Avoid diſguiſe, and ſeem, at leaſt, fincere ; 
Whene'er you meet, affect a glad ſurprize, 
And give a melting ſoftneſs to your eyes; 

| By ſome unguarded word your love reveal, 
| And anxiouſly the rifing bluſh conceal. 

| By arts like theſe the jealous you deceive, 
Then moſt deluded when they moſt believe. 
But while in all you ſeek to raiſe deſire, 
Beware the fatal paſſion you inſpire: 

Each ſoft intruding wiſh in time reprove, 

And guard againſt the ſweet invader, Love. 

Not for the tender were theſe rules deſign'd, 
Who in their faces ſhow their yielding mind; 
Whoſe eyes a native languiſhment can wear; 
Whoſe ſmiles are artleſs, and whoſe bluſh ſincere ; 
But for the nymph who liberty can prize, 

| And vindicate the triumph of her eyes; 

Who o'er mankind a haughty rule maintains, 
Whoſe wit can manage what her beauty gains, 

I Such, by theſe arts, their empire may improve 
And, unſubdu'd, controul the world by love. 
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Mas, M A D A WM 


H Nenner 


ABELARD any ELOISA: 


TN my dark cell, low proſtrate on the ground, 


Mourning my crimes, thy letter entrance found; 


Too ſoon my ſoul the well-known name confeſt, 

My beating heart ſprung fiercely in my breaſt, 

Thro' my whole frame a guilty tranſport glow'd, 

And ſtreaming torrents from my eyes faſt flow'd, 
O Eloiſa ! art thou till the ſame? 

Doſt thou ſtill nouriſh this deſtructive flame? 

Have not the gentle rules of peace and heav'n 

From thy ſoft ſoul this fatal paſſion driven ? 

Alas! I thought you diſengag'd and free; 

And can you ſtill, ſtill igh and weep for me? 


What powerful deity, what hallow'd ſhrine, 


Can ſave me from a love, a faith like thinc ? 
Where ſhall 1 fly, when not this awful cave, 


Whoſe rugged feet the ſurging billows lave, 
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When not thoſe gloomy cloiſter ſolemn walls, | | 
O'er whoſe rough ſides the languid ivy crawls, \} 
| When my dread vows, in vain, their force oppoſe ? 
Oppos'd to love——alas !-—how vain are yows ! 
In fruitlefs penitence I wear away,. 
Each tedious night, and fad revolving day ; 
J faſt, I pray, and with deceitful art, 
Veil thy dear image in my tortur'd heart; 
My tortur'd heart conflicting paſſions move, 
I hope, deſpair, repent——yet {till I love: 
A thouſand jarring thoughts my boſom tear, 
For Thou, not God, O Elo:/a, art there, 
To the falſe world's deluding pleaſures dead, 3 
Nor longer by its wand'ring fires miſled, 
In learn'd diſputes harſh precepts I infuſe, 
And give the counſel I want pow'r to uſe, 
The rigid maxims of the grave and wiſe 
Hare quench'd each milder ſparkle of my eyes ; 
Each lovely feature of this once lov'd face, 
By grief revers'd, aſſumes a ſterner grace: | 
O Eloiſa ! ſhould the fates once more, | 
Indulgent to my view, thy charms reſtore, 
How from my arms would'ſt thou with horror ſtart 
To miſs the form familiar to thy heart! | 
Nought could thy quick, thy piercing judgment ſee l 
To ſpeak me Abelard but love to thee. | 
Lean abſtinence, pale grief, and haggard care, 
The dire attendants of forlorn deſpair „ 
Have Abelard the young, the gay, remov'd, 3 
And in the hermit ſunk the man you lov'd. 
Wrapt in the gloom theſe holy manitons ſhed, 
The thorny paths of penitence I tread ; 
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Loſt to the world, from all its intereſts free, 
And torn from all my ſoul held dear in thee, 


Ambition with its train of frailties gone, 
All loves and forms forgot 


but Thine alone, 
Amid the blaze of day, the duſk of night, 


My Eloi/a riſes to my ſight; 


Veil'd as in Paraclet's ſecluded tow'rs 

The wretched mourner courts the lagging hours, 
I hear her ſighs, ſee the ſwift falling tears, 
Weep all her griefs, and pant with all her cares. 
O vows! O convent ! your ſtern force impart, 
And frown the melting phantom from my heart; 
Let other ſighs a worthier ſorrow ſhow, 

Let other tears from fin repentant flow: 

Low to the earth my guilty eyes I roll, 

Ana humble to the duſt my heaving ſoul. 
Forgiving pow'r! thy gracious call I meet, 
Who firſt impower'd this rebel heart to beat; 
Who through this trembling, this offending frame. 
For nobler ends inſpir'd life's active flame. 

O! change the temper of this lab'ring breaſt, 


And form anew each beating pulſe to reſt ! 


Let ſpringing grace, fair faith, and hope remove 
The fatal traces of deſtructive love! 

Deſtructive love from his warm manſions tear, 
And leave no tracks of E!oi/a there! 

Are theſe the wiſhes of my inmoſt ſoul l? 
Would I its ſoit, its tend'reſt tenſe controul ? 
Would I this touch'd, this glowing heart refine 
To the cold {ſubſtance of this marble ſhrine ? 


Transform'd like theſe pale ſwarms that round me move, 


Of bleſt inſenſibles. - RZs know no love 2 
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Ah! rather let me keep this hapleſs flame, | 
Adieu! falſe honour, unavailing fame! : 

Not your harſh rules, but tender love ſupplies 

The ftreams that guſh from my deſpairing eyes; 

I feel the traytor melt about my heart, 

And thro' my veins with treach'rous influence dart; 


Inſpire me, heav'n! aſſiſt me grace divine j 
Aid me, ye ſaints! unknown to pains like mine; 
You! who on earth ſerene all griefs could prove, 

All but the tort'ring pangs of hopeleſs love; 

A holier rage in your pure boſoms dwelt, 

Nor can you pity what you never felt : 

A ſympathiſing grief alone can lure, 

The hand that heals muſt feel what I endure, 

Thou, Eloiſe, alone can give me eaſe, 

And bid my ſtruggling foul ſubſide to peace; 

Reitore me to my long-loſt heav'n of reſt, - 

And take thyſelt from my reluctant breaſt; 

If crimes like mine could an allay receive, 

That bleſt allay thy wond'rous charms might give. 

Thy form that firſt to love my heart inclin'd, 

Still wanders in my loſt, my guilty mind. 

I faw thee as the new- blown bloſſoms fair, 
Sprightly as. light, more ſoft than ſummer's air, 
Bright as their beams thy eyes a mind diſcloſe, 

Whilſt on the lips gay bluſh'd the fragrant roſe ; 

Wit, youth, and love, in each dear feature ſhone, 
Preſt by my fate, I gaz'd and was undone. 

There dy'd the generous fire, whoſe vig*rous flame 

Enlarg'd my ſoul, and urg'd me on to fame. 
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Nor fame, nor wealth, my ſoften'd heart could move, 
Dully inſenſible to all but love. 
Snatch'd from myſelf, my learning taſteleſs grew, 
Vain my philoſophy oppos'd to you; 
A train of woes ſucceed, nor ſhould we mourn 
The hours that cannot, ought not to return. 
As once to love I ſway'd your yielding mind 
Too fond, alas ! too fatally inclin'd : 
To virtue new let me your breaſt inſpire, 
And fan, with zeal divine, the heav'nly fire; 
Teach you to injur'd heav'n all chang'd to turn, 
And bid the ſoul with facred rapture burn. 
O! that my own example might impart _ 
This noble warmth to your toft trembling heart! 
That mine with pious undiſſembled care 
Could aid the latent virtue ſtruggling there. 
Alas! I rave—nor grace, nor zeal divine 
Burn in a heart oppreſs'd with crimes like mine. 
Too ſure I find, while I the tortures prove 


Of feeble piety, conflicting love, 
On black deſpair my forc'd devotion's built: 


Abſence for me has ſharper pangs than guilt. 

Yet, yet, my £10i/e, thy charms I view, 

Yet my ſighs breathe, my tears pour forth for you; : 
Each weak reſiſtance ſtronger knits my chain, 

I figh, weep, love, deſpair, repent in vain, 
Haſte, Eloiſa, haſte your lover free, 

Amidſt your warmeſt pray'r——0O, think on me! 
Wing with your rifing zeal my groy'ling mind, 
And let me mine from your repentance find ! 

Ah! labour, ſtrive, your love, yourſelf controul ! 


The change will ſure affect my kindred foul ; 
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in bleſt conſent our purer ſighs ſhall breathe, 

And heav'n aſſiſting ſhall our crimes forgive. 

But if unhappy, wretched, loſt, in vain, 

Faintly the unequal combat you ſuſtain ; 

If not to heav'n you feel your boſom riſe, 

Nor tears refin'd fall contrite from your eyes; 

If fill your heart its wonted paſhons move, 

If fill, to ſpeak all pains in one—you love; 

Deaf to the weak eſſays of living breath, 

Attend the ſtronger eloquence of death. 

When that kind pow'r this captive ſoul ſhall free, 
Which only then can ceaſe to doat on thee ; 

When gently ſunk to my eternal ſleep, 

The Paraclete my peaceful urn ſhall keep; 

Then, Eloiſa, then your lover view, 

See his quench'd eyes no longer gaze on you ; 

From their dead orbs that tender utt'rance flown, 

Which firſt to thine my heart's ſoft fate made known. 

This breaſt no more, at length to eaſe conſign' d, 

Pant like the waving aſpin in the wind; 

See all my wild, tumultuous paſſion o'er, 

And thou, amazing change ! belov'd no more ; 

Behold the deſtin'd end of human love 

But let the fight your zcal alone improve; 

Let not your conſcious ſoul, to ſorrow moy'd, 

Recal how much, how tenderly I lov'd: 

With pious care your fruitleſs griefs reſtrain, 

Nor let a tear your ſacred veil profane : 

Not een a figh on my cold urn beſtow, 

But let your breaſt with new-born raptures glow ; 
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Let love divine frail mortal love dethrone 

And to your mind immortal joys make known; 
Let heav'n relenting ſtrike your raviſh'd view, 
And ſtill the bright, the bleſt purſuit renew! 
So with your crimes ſhall your misfortunes ceaſe, 
And your rack'd ſoul be calmly huſh'd to peace. 


OO OT — — —— 


TY EE i K EE. $ 
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COKE upon LITTLE TON. 


Thou, who labour'ſt in this rugged mine, 
May'ſt thou to gold th? unpoliſh'd ore refine ! 
May each dark page unfold its haggard brow ! 
Doubt not to reap, if thou can'it bear to plough. 
To tempt thy carc, may, each revolving night, 
Purſes and maces ſwim before thy fight! 
From hence in times to come, advent'rous deed ! 
May'ſt thou eſſay to look and ſpeak like Mead ! 
When the black bag and roſe no more ſhall ſhade . 
With martial air the honours of thy head ; 
When the full wig thy viſage ſhall encloſe, 
And only leave to view thy learned noſe ; 


| F Safely may*it thou defy beaux, wits, and ſcoffers, 


While tenants, in fee-fimple, ſtuff thy cofters ! 


| But the bright youth above their malice ſhines, 
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DEFENCE of M7 RT TO 


ON hath it been the critic's poor delight 
To damn the piece they wanted ſenſe to write. 
Where-e'er ſuperior qualities abound, 
The ſnarling crew too ſurely will be found : 
Myrtillo now provokes their venom'd wit, 
He has excell'd, and therefore merits it. 


Secure in his unperiſhable lines: 
So barking curs purſue the gen'rous horſe, 
Who bleſt with nobler parts and greater force, 


 * The poems here vindicated make up a ſmall volume 
þubl: ſhed by the Author at 18 years of age, under the title 
of Poems on ſeveral Occaſions, by a * Gentleman. 
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Diſdains their little fury to engage, 
And is unmov'd at ſuch enervate rage. 
Here I ſhould ſtop, leſt I myſelf expoſe 
To the reſentment of Myrtillo's toes. 
For what am I, a poor illit*rate maid, 
That durſt their Icarn' authority invade ? 
True; but my ſafety is in being mean, 
A fooliſh thing that's plac'd below their ſpleen. 
Yet had I merit to deſerve their hate. 
I'd meck their cenſure, and provoke my fate. 
Judicious heat my glowing boſom fires, 
And equitable rage my ſoul inſpires. 
J hate the carping tribe, their knowledge flight, 
Nor would enjoy their learning with their ſpite. 
Void of their envy and its pointed ſtings, 
I taſte good-nature's more delightful ſprings. 
Where I ſee merit I admire it too, 

gen'rous virtue which they never knew. 

With ple aſure I Myrtillo's lines peruſe 
The charming products of a vig'rous Muſe. 
All that is ſoft, that's delicate and fine, 
Does in his verſe in nameleſs beauties join. 


Such moving language, and the ſenſe ſo ſtrong; 


While ev'ry grace adorn the pleaſing ſong. 
Nature and art to give me joys unite, 
And ev'ry word adminiſters delight. 
But if there's ought deſective or untrue, 
Take it, ye critics, that belongs to you. 
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E CIN DA, you in vain diſſuade 


Two hearts from mutual love, 
What am'rous youth, or tender maid, 
Could c'er their flames remove? 


What if the charming him I ſee 
Only exiſt in thought; 

Yet Cipid like the Mede's decree, 
Is firm and changeth not. 


Seek not to know my paſſions ſpring, 
The reaſon to diſcover ; 

For reaſon is a uſeleſs thing, 
When we've commenc'd the lover, 


Should lovers quarrel with their fate, 
And aſk the reaſon why, 


They are condemn'd to dote on that, 
Or for this object die ? 


They muſt not hope for a reply, 
And this 1s all they know ; 

They ſigh, and weep and rave and dic, 
Becauſe it muſt be ſo. 


Love is a mighty God you know, 
That rules with potent ſway : 


20 Ms. MASTERS. 
And when he draws his awful bow, 
We mortals muſt obey. 


Since you the fatal ſtrife endur'd, 

And yielded to his dart: 

How can I hope to be ſecur'd, 
And guard a weaker heart? 
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| Lady M. W. MONTAGUE. | 


C 8 


| ROXANA; or, the DRAWING ROOM. 


OXAN A from the court retiring late, 
| .. Sigh'd her ſoft ſorrows at St. James's gate. 
Such heavy thoughts lay brooding in her breaſt, 
| Not her own chairmen with more weight oppreſs'd: 
They groan the cruel load they're doom'd to bear; 
She in theſe gentle ſounds expreſs'd her care. 

* Was it for this, that I theſe roſes wear, 
| © For this news-ſet the jewels for my hair? 
Ah, princeſs! with what zeal have I purſu'd! j 
_* Almoſt forgot the duty of a prude. 
© Thinking I never could attend too ſoon, | 
| © I've miſs'd my prayers, to get me dreſs'd by noon, 
For thee, ah! what for thee did I reſign ? 
My pleaſures, paſſions, all that e'er was mine. 
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TI facrific'd both modeſty and eaſe; 


Left operas, and went to filthy plays: 

Double entendres ſhock'd my tender ear, 

Yet even this, for thee I choſe to bear. 

In glowing youth, when nature bids be gay, 
And every joy of life before me lay, 

By honour prompted, and by pride reſtrain'd, 
The pleaſures of the young my ſoul diſdain'd: 
Sermons I ſought, and with a mien ſevere 
Cenſur'd my neighbours, and ſaid daily pray'r. 
Alas, how chang'd! with the ſame ſermon- mien 
That once I pray'd, the What-d'ye-call't I've ſeen. 
Ah, cruel princeſs! for thy ſake I've loſt 

That reputation which ſo dear had coſt: 

I, who avoided every public place, 

When bloom and beauty bade me ſhow my face; 
Now near thee conſtant ev'ry night abide 

With never-failing duty by thy fide, 

Myſelf and daughters ſtanding on a row, 

To all the foreigners a goodly ſhow ! 

Oft had your drawing-room been ſadly thin, 


Had not I amply fill'd the empty ſpace, 

And ſav'd your highneſs from the dire diſgrace. 
« Yet Coquetilla's artifice prevails, 

When all my merit and my duty fails : 

That Coquetilla, whoſe deluding airs 

Corrupts our virgins, and our youth enſnares ; 
So ſunk her character, ſo loft her fame, 

Scarce viſited before your highneſs came: 

Yet for the bed-chamber 'tis her you chuſe, 
When Zeal, and Fame, and Virtue, you refuſe, 


And merchants* wives cloſe by the chair been ſeen ; 
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© Ah, worthy choice! not one of all your train 


© Whom cenſures blaſt not, and diſhonours ſtain. 
Let the nice hind now ſuckle dirty pigs, 

And the proud pea-hen ſnatch the cuckow's eggs! 
Let Iris leave her paint, and own her age; 


And grave Suffolka wed a giddy page! 


A greater miracle is daily view'd, 


© A virtuous princeſs, with a court ſo lewd. 
I know thee, Court! with all thy treach'rous wiles, 


| © Thy falſe careſſes and undoing ſmiles ! 


Ah, princeſs ! learn'd in all thy courtly arts, 

To cheat our hopes, and yet to gain our hearts ! 
Large lovely bribes are the great ſtateſman's aim; 

And the neglected patriot follows fame; 

The prince is ogled ; ſome the king purſue ; 

But your Roxana only follows you. 

© Deſpis'd Roxana, ceaſe; and try to find 

Some other, ſince the princeſs proves unkind { 


Perhaps it is not hard to find at court, 
If not a greater, a more firm ſupport.“ 
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))) 


SL LTANDER ee. 


\ 


HOU, who ſo many favours had receiv'd, 
- Wond'rous to tell, and hard to be believ'd. 
Oh! BE—d, to my lays attention lend, 
Hear how two lovers bo.utingly contend : 
Like thee ſuccefsful, 1uch their bloomy youth, 
Renown'd alike for gallantry and truth. 

St. James's bell had toll'd ſome wretches in, 
(As tatter'd riding-hoods alone could fin) 
The hap; er fi:ncrs now their charms put out, 
And to their mantuas their complezions fuit; 
The opera queens had finiſhed half their faces, 

And city-dames air ady taken places; 
Fops of all kinds, to fee the Lions run : 
The beauties itay till the firſt act's begun 
And beaux ftept home to put treſh linen on. 
No well-dre!s'd yuuih in coffee-houſe remain'd, 
But penſive Patch, who on the window eau'd; 
And Silliander, that, alert and gay, 
Firſt pick'd his teeth, and then began to ſay. 

77) Vd 

Why all theſe fighs? ah! why ſo penſive grown! 

Some cauſe there is why thus you fit alone. 


+ 


St. JTAMES's COFFEE-HOUSE, 


Wh! 
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Does hapleſs paſſion all this forrow move ? 
Or doſt thou envy where the ladies love? 


FE A TQ- Ho 


If, whom they love, my envy muſt purſue, 
"Tis ſure, at leait, I never envy you. 


"EL LTANDG LY 


No, I'm unhappy—you are in the right— 
'Tis you they favour, and 'tis me they flight: 
Yet I could tell, but that J hate to boaſt, 

A club of ladies where *tis me they toaſt, 


FA. T-V Hs 


Toaſting does ſeldom any favour prove; 
Like us, they never toaſt the thing they love. 
A certain duke one night my health begun ; 
With chearful pledges round the room it run. 
Till the young Sylvia, preſs'd to drink it too, 
Started, and vow'd ſhe knew not what to do: 


That, drink a fellow's health! ſhe dy'd with thame 


Yet bluſli'd whenever ſhe pronounc'd my name, 
TEE LIAND KS. 


Ill fates purfue me; may I never find 
The dice propitious, or the ladies kind, 
If fair Miſs Flippy's fan I did not tear, 
And one from me ſhe-condeſcends to wear! 


F 


Women are always ready to receive; 
'Tis then a favour, when the ſex will give. 
A lady (but the is too great to name) 
Beauteous in perſon, ſpotleſs in her fame, 
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With gentle ſtrugglings let me force this ring ; 


Another day may give another thing, 5 
SILLIANDE R. " 
I could ſay ſomething—ſee this billet-doux—— 81 

And as for preſents look upon my ſhoe : 

Theſe buckles were not forc'd, nor half a theft, 

But a young counteſs fondly made the gift. 

PATCH : 
I 
My counteſs is more nice, more artful too, H 
Affects to fly, that I may fierce purſue : 
This ſnuff-box which I begg'd, ſhe ſtill deny'd, 
And when I ſtrove to ſnatch it, ſeem'd to hide; 
* ' She laugh'd and fled, and as I ſought to ſeize, II 

With affectation cramm'd it down her ſtays; Ir 

Yet hope ſhe did not place it there unſeen, H 

J preſs'd her breaſts, and pull'd it from between, 

. Re 
Laſt night, as I ſtood ogling of her grace, R. 

Drinking delicious poiſon from her face, 

The ſoft enchantreſs did that face decline, 

Nor ever rais'd her eyes to meet with mine; 

With ſudden art ſome ſecret did pretend, Y 
Lean'd croſs two chairs to whiſper to a friend, | 
bY While the ſtiff whalebone with the motion roſe, * 

And thouſand beauties to my ſight expoſe. b 


F 


Early this morn— (but I was aſk'd to come) 
I drank bohea in Celia's dreſſing-room: 
Wl Warm from her bed, to me alone within, 
1 Her night-gown faſten'd with a ſingle pin; 
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Her night-cloaths tumbled with refiſtleſs grace, 
And her bright hair play'd careleſs round her face; 
Reaching the kettle made her gown unpin, 

She wore no wailtcoat, and her ſhift was thin. 


C EK 
See Titiana, driving to the park! 

Hark! let us follow, 'tis not yet too dark; 

In her all beauties of the ſpring are ſeen, 

Her cheeks are roſy, and her mantle green. 


FA T © Its 


See Tintoretta to the opera goes! 

. Haſte, or the crowd will not permit our bows ; 
In her the glory of the heav'ns we view, 
Her eyes are ſtar-like, and her mantle blue. 
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What colour does in Cælia's ſtockings ſhine ? 
Reveal that ſecret, and the prize is thine. 


r 
What are her garters? tell me, if you can; 
Il freely own thee for the happier man. 
Thus Patch continued his heroick ſtrain, 
While Silliander but contends in vain, 
After a conqueſt, ſo important, gain'd, 
UnrivalPd Patch in ev'ry ruelle reign'd. 
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z 
* 


WEDNESDAY. 
e TETE-A-TEPTE. 


PANC IN DA. 


N fair Dancinda, no; you ſtrive in vain 
5 To calm my care and mitigate my pain; 
If all my ſighs, my cares can fail to move, 

Ah ! ſooth me not with fruitleſs vows of love.“ 
Thus Strephon ſpoke. Dancinda thus reply'd: 
What muſt I do to gratity your pride? 

Too well you know (ungrateful as thou art) 
How much you triumph in this tender heart: 
What proof of love remains for me to grant ? 

Vet ſtill you teaze me with ſome new complaint. 
Oh! would to heav'n !—but the fond wiſh is vain 
Too many favours had not made it plain! 

But ſuch a paſſion breaks thro? all diſguiſe, 
Love reddens on my check and wiſhes in my eyes, 
Is*t not enough (inhuman and unkind |!) 

J own the ſecret conflict of my mind? 

You cannot know what ſecret pain I prove, 
When I with burning bluſhes own I love. 

You ſee my artleſs joy at your approach, 

I figh, I faint, I tremble at your touch ; 

And in your :bſence all the world I ſhun ; 

hate mankind, and curſe the chearing ſun. 


La 
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Still as I fly ten thouſand ſwains purſue :; 
Ten thouſand ſwains I ſacrifice to you. 
Iſhew you all my heart without diſguiſe : 
But theſe are tender proofs that you deſpiſc=— 
I ſee too well what wiſhes you purſue ; 
| You would not only conquer, but undo: 
| You, cruel victor, weary of your flame, 
Would ſeek a cure in my eternal ſhame ; - 
| And not content my honour to ſubdue, 
Now ſtrive to triumph o'er my virtue too. 
| Oh! love, a God indeed to womankind, 
Whoſe arrows burn me, and whoſe fetters bind, 
Avenge thy altars, vindicate thy fame, , 
And blaſt theſe traytors that profane thy name, 
| Who, by pretending to thy ſacred fire, 
Raiſe curted trophies to impure deſire, 
Have you forgot with what enſnaring art 
| You firſt ſeduc'd this fond uncautious heart ? 
| Then as I fled, did you not kneeling cry, 
| Turn cruel beauty ; whither would you fly ? 


| Why all theſe doubts ? why this diſtruſtful fear? 


No impious wiſhes ſhall offend your ear: 

| Nor ever ſhall my boldeſt hopes pretend 

| Above the title of a tender friend ; 

| Bleſt, if my lovely Goddeſs will permit 

My humble vows, thus fighing at her feet. 

The tyrant love that in my bolom reigns, 

| The God himſelf ſubmits to wear your chains, 

You ſhall direct his courſe, his ardour tame, 

And check the tury of his wildeſt flame, 
Unpractis*d youth 1 is euſily deceiv'd; 

Sooth'd by ſuch ſounds, J liſten'd and believ'd; 


31 


22 Lady M. W. MONTAGUE. 


Now, quite forgot that ſoft ſubmiſſive fear, 
You dare to aſk what I muſt bluſh to hear. 

Could I forget the honour of my race, 

And meet your wiſhes, fearleſs of diſgrace ; 
Could paſſion o'er my tender youth prevail, 
And all my mother's pious maxims fail; 

Yet to preſerve your heart (which ſtill muſt be, 
Falſe as it is, for ever dear to me.) 
This fatal proof of love I would not give, 
Which you'd contemn the moment you receive. 
The wretched ihe, who yields to guilty joys, 
A man may pity, but he muſt deſpiſe. 

Your ardour ceas'd, I then ſhould ſee you mun 
The wretched victim by your arts undone. 
Vet if I could that cold indiff'rence bear, 
What more would ſtrike me with the laſt deſpair, 
With this reflection would my foul be torn, 

To know I merited your cruel fcorn. 

Has love no pleaſures free from guilt or fear! 
Pleaſures lefs fierce, more laſting, more ſincere ! 
Thus let us gently kiſs and fondly gaze, 

Love is a child, and like a child it plays. 

O Strephon if you would continue juſt, 

If love be ſomething more than brutal luſt, 
Forbear to aſk what I muſt fill deny, 

This bitter pleaſure, this deſtructive joy, 

So cloſely follow'd by the diimal train 

Of cutting ſhame, and guilt's heart-piercing pain. 

She paus'd; and fix'd her eyes upon her fan; 
He took a pinch of ſnuff, and thus began ; 
Madam, if love—but he could ſay no more, 

For Madamoiſelle came rapping at the door. 
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The dangerous moments no adieus afford; 
—Becgoae, ſhe cries, I'm ſure I hear my lord; 
| The lover ſtarts from his unfiniſh'd loves, 
To ſnatch his hat, and ſeek his ſcatter'd gloves : 
| The ſighing dame to meet her dear prepares, 
| While Strephon curſing, flips down the back-ſtairs, 
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HE wretched Flavia on her couch reclin'd, 

| Thus breath'd the anguiſh of a wounded mind: 
$A glaſs revers'd in her right hand ſhe bore, 

For now ſhe ſhunn'd the face ſhe ſought before. 
How am I chang'd! alas! how am I grown 

A frightful ſpectre, to myſelf unknown! 

here's my complexion ? where my radiant bloom, 
That promis'd happineſs for years to come? 

EF Then with what pleaſure I this face ſurvey'd! N 
Jo look once more, my viſits oft delay'd! 


| * We have purpoſely omitted the two Eclogues, entitled 
burtday, The Baſſette-Table, and Friday, The Toi- 
tte, becarſe, though hitherto publiſhed among this Lady's 
eces, ſhe is really not the Author of them- The Toilette 
vas written by Gay, and is printed among his poems, and 
ope was the Author of The Baflette-Table, which 16 
p/erted in the editioa of his works prebli ſhed by Mr. 
arburton, | 
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Charm'd with the view, a freſher red would riſe, 
And a new life ſhot ſparkling from my eyes! 
Ah faithleſs «laſs, my wonted bloom reſtore ; 
Alas! I rave, that bloom is now no more ! 
The greateſt good the gods on mengbeſtow, 
Ev'n youth 1tſelf to me is ufeleſs now. 
There was a time (oh! that I could forget!) 
When opera-tickets pour'd before my feet ; | 
And at the ring, where brighteſt beauties ſhine, 
The earlieſt cherries of the ſpring were mine. 
Witneis, O Lilly; and thou, Motteauæ, tell 
How much japan theſe eyes have made ye ſell. 
With what contempt ye ſaw me oft deſpiſe 
The humble offer of the raffled prize 
For at the raffle ſtill each prize I bore, 
With ſcorn rejected, or with triumph wore ! 
Now beauty*s fled, and preſents are no more! 
For me the patriot has the houſe forſook, 
And left debates to catch a paſſing look: 
For me the ſoldier has ſoft verſes writ : 
For me the beau has aim'd to be a wit. 
For me the wit to nonſenſe was betray'd ; 
© The gameſter has for me his dun delay'd, 
And overſeen the card I would have play'd. 
»The bold and haughty, by ſucceſs made vain, 
* Aw'd by my eyes, have trembled to complain: 
The baſhful 'ſquire touch'd by a wiſh unknown, 
Has dar'd to ſpeak with ſpirit not his own ; 
« Fir'd by one wiſh, all did alike adore ; 
* Now beauty*'s fled, and lovers are no more! 
As round the room I turn my weeping eyes, 
«© New unaffected ſcenes of forrow rife ! 
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Far from my fight that killing picture bear, 


© The face disi;gure, and the canvas tear! 
That picture, which with pride 1 us'd to ſhow, $ 
© The loſt reſemblance but upbraids me now. | $i 
© And thou, my toilette! where J oft have fate, 
© While hours unheeded pats'd in deep debate, 
« How curls ſhould fall, or where a patch to place ; 
It blue or icarlet beſt became my face; 
« Naw on tome happier nymph your aid beſtow ; 
On tairer heads, ye uſeleſs jcwels, glow ! 
© No borrow'd luſtre can my charms reſtore ; 
6 Beauty is fied, and dreis is now no more; 

« Ye mcaner beauties, I permit ye ſhine ; 
Go, triumpa in the hearts that once were mine; 
« Bur ' midſt your triumphs with confuſion know, 
« Tis to my ruin ali your Charms ye owe, 

« Would pityipg heav'n reſtore my wonted mien, 
Ve ſſtill might move unthought of and unſeen:: 
© But oh, how vain, how wretched is the buait 
Of beauty faded, and of empire loft! _ 
What now is left but weeping to deplore - 
My beauty fled, and empire now no more! 

* Ye cruel chymiſts, what with-held your aid! 
Could no pomatums fav: a trembling maid ? 
How talle and trifling is that art ye boaſt 
No art can give me back my beauty loſt! 
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In tears, ſurrounded by my friends 1 lay, 1 
£ = * Maſk'd o'er, and trembled at the ght of day; 


Mirmilio came my fortune to deplore, 
(A golden-headed cane well carv'd ne bore) 
+ Cordials, he cry'd, my ipirits muſt reſtore! 
Beauty is fled, and tpirit is no more! 


—— . 227 — — 
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© Galen, the grave; officious Squirt, was there, 
© With fruitleſs grief and unavailing care: 


« Machaon too, the great Machaon, known 
By his red cloak and his ſuperior frown ; 


© And why, he cry'd, this grief and this deſpair ? 


« You ſhall again be well, again be fair ; 
« Believe my oath ; (with that an oath he ſwore) 
Falſe was his oath; my beauty is no more! 
« Ceaſe, hapleſs maid, no more thy tale purſue, 
Forſake mankind and bid the world adieu! 
Monarchs and beauties rule with equal ſway ; 
All ſtrive to ſerve, and glory to obey : 
Alike unpitied when depos'd they grow, 
Men mock the 1dol of their former vow. 
Adieu! ye parks lin ſome obſcure receſs, 
Where gentle ſtreams will weep at my diſtreſs, 


Where no falſe iriend will in my grief take part, 
And mourn my ruin with a joyful heart; 
There let me live in ſome deſerted place, 
There hide in ſhades this loſt inglorious face. 
Ye operas, circles, I no more muſt view ! 

My toilette, patches, all the world adieu! 


„ 
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E PH S 1 LM 
„ 
ARTHUR GRAY, the Footman, 


After his Condenmation for attempting a Rave, 

EAD, lovely nymph, and tremble not to read, 
R I have no more to wiſh, nor you to dread ; 
alk not life, for life to me were vain, 
And death a refuge from ſeverer pain. 
My only hope in theſe laſt lines I try ; 
I would be pitied, and I then woull die. 

Long had I liv'd as ſordid as my fate, 

Nor curs'd the deſtiny that made me wait 
A ſervile ſlave; content with homely food, E 
The groſs inſtinct of appetite purſu'd ; 1 
Youth gave me ſleep at night, and warmth of blood, j 
Ambition yet had never touch'd my breaſt ; 
My lordly maſter knew no ſounder reſt: 
With labour healthy, in obedience bleſt. 
But when I faw-——oh ! had I never ſeen 
That wounding ſoftneſs, that engaging mien! 
The miſt of wretched education flies, 
Shame, ſear, deſire, deſpair and love ariſe, 


The new creation of thoſe beauteous eyes. 
Von 5 
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But yet that love purſu'd no guilty aim, 

Deep in my heart I hid the ſecret flame, 

I never hop'd my fond defire to tell, 

And all my wiſhes were to ſerve you well. 

Heav'ns! how I flew, when wing'd by your command 
And kiſs'd the letters giv'n me by your hand. 
How pleas'd, how proud, how fond was I to wait. 
Preſent the ſparkling wine, or change the plate! 
How when you ſung my ſoul devour'd the ſound, 
And ev'ry ſenſe was in the rapture drown'd ! 
Tho” bid to go, I quite forgot to move: 

Lou knew not that ſtupidity was love! 

But oh! the torment not to be expreſs'd, 

The grief, the rage, the hell that fir'd this breaſl, 
When my great rivals, in embroid'ry gay, 

Sat by your fide, or led you from the play! 

I ſtill contriv'd near as I could to ſtand, 

(The flambeau trembling in my ſhaking hand) 

I ſaw, or thought I ſaw, thoſe fingers preſs'd, 
For thus their paſſion by my own I gueſs'd. 
And jcalous fury all my ſoul poſſeſs'd. 

Like torrents, love and indignation meet. 

And madneſs would have thrown me at your feet, 
Turn, lovely nymph (for ſo I would have ſaid) 
Turn from thoſe trifles who make love a trade ; 
This is true paſſion in my eyes you ſee ; 

They cannot, no-——they cannot love like me. 
Frequent debauch has pall'd their fickly taſte, 
Faint their defire, and in a moment paſt : 

They figh not from the heart, but from the brain; 
Vapours of yanity, and ſtrong champagne, 
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in; 


- To ſome lewd brothel they at night retire; 


And ſuch the wit and pleaſure they purſue : 


They ſwear to thouſands what they ſwear to one. 


E 1 waited not the aid of ſlow diſeaſe : 

The keeneſt inſtruments of death I ſought, 
And death alone employ'd my lab'ring thought, 
his all the night—when I remember well, 


| Fir'd by the ſound, I haſten'd with your tea, 


Wich one laſt look to ſmooth the darkſome way. 
But oh! how dear that fatal look has coſt ! 


| fancy improv'd the wond'rous charms within! 
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Too dull to feel what forms, like yours, inſpire, | 
After long talking of their painted fire, 


There pleas'd with fancy'd quality and charms, 
Enjoy your beauties in a ſtrumpet's arms. 
Such are the joys thoſe toaſters have in view, 


And is this love that ought to merit you? 
Each opera-night a new addreſs begun, 


Not thus I ffgh-——but all my ſighs are vai 
Die, wretched Arthur, and conceal thy pain; 
*Tis impudence to wiſh, and madneſs to complain. 


Fix'd on this view, my only hope of caſe, 


The charming tinkle of your morning bell ! 


In that fond moment my reſolves were loſt, 
Hence all my guilt, and all your ſorrows riſe 
I ſaw the languid ſoftneſs of your eyes ; 

I ſaw the dear diſorder of your bed ; 

Your cheek all glowing with a tempting red ; 
Your night-cloaths tumbled with reſiſtleſs grace; 


Your flowing hair play'd careleſs round your face, 
Your night-gown faſten'd with a fingle pin; 
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I fix'd my eyes upon that heaving breaſt, 
And hardly, hardly I forbore-the reſt ; 
Eager to gaze, unſatisfy'd with fight, | 
My head grew giddy with the near delight! I 
Too well you know the fatal following night! | 
Th' extremeſt proof of my deſire I give, 
And fince you wiff not love I will not live. 
Condemn'd by you, I wait the righteous doom, 
Careleſs and fearleſs of the woes to come. 
But when you ſee me waver in the wind, 
My guilty flame extinct, my ſoul refign'd, 
Sure you may pity what you can't approve, 
The cruel conſequence of furious love. 
Think the bold wretch, that could ſo greatly dare, 
Was tender, faithful, ardent, and fincere : 
Think when I held the piſtol to your breaſt, 1 
Had I been of the world's large rule poſſeſs'd, l 
That world had then been your's, and I been bleſt! 
Think that my life was quite below my care, 
Nor fear'd I any hell beyond deſpair 
If theſe reflections, though they ſeize you late, 
Give ſome compaſſion for your Arthur*s fate: 
Enough you give, nor ought I to complain; 
You pay my pangs, nor have I dy'd in vain, 
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The LOVER. A BatLap.: 


ar. C 


T length, by fo much importunity preſs'd, 
Take, C „at once the infide of my breaſt ; 
This ſtupid indiff'rence ſo often you blame, 
Is not owing to nature, to fear, or to ſhame. 
I am not as cold as a-virgin in lead, 
Nor is Sunday's ſermon ſo ſtrong in my head : 
I know but too well how time flies aiong, 
That we live but few years, and yet fewer are young. 
II. | 
But 1 hate to be cheated, and never will buy 
Long years of repentance for moments of joy. 
Oh ! was there a man (but where ſhall I find 
Good ſenſe and good nature ſo equally join'd ?) 
Would value his pleaſure, and contribute to mine; 
Not meanly would boaſt, nor would lewdly deſign ; ; 
Not over ſevere, yet not ſtupidly vain, 
For I would have the power, tho? not give the pain, 


III. 
No pedant, ye ana; nor rake-helly gay; 
Or laughing, becauſe he has nothing to ſay ; 
To all my whole ſex obliging and free, 
| Yet never be fond of any but me. 


D'3 


42 Lady M. W. MONTAGUE, 
In public preſerve the decorum that's juſt, 
And ſhew in his eyes he is true to his truſt; 


Then rarely approach, and reſpectfully bow, 
But not fulſomely pert, or foppiſhly low. 


* 
Bot when the long hours of public are paſt. 


And we meet with champagne and a chicken at laſt, 
May ev'ry fond pleaſure that moment endear ; 
Be baniſh'd afar both diſcretion and fear! 
Forgetting or ſcorning the airs of the croud, 
He may ceaſe. to be formal, and I to be proud, 
Till loſt in the joy,. we confeſs that we live, 
And he may be rude, and yet I may forgive. 
V. 
And that my delight may be ſolidly fix'd, 
Let the friend and the lover be handſomely mix'd, 
In whoſe tender boſom my ſoul may confide, 
Whoſe kindneſs can ſooth me, whoſe counſel cat 
guide: f 
From ſuch a dear lover as here I deſcribe, 
No danger ſhould fright me, no millions ſhould bribe; 
But till this aſtoniſhing creature I know, 
As I long have liv'd chaſte, I will keep myſelf ſo, 


VI. 
I never ſhall ſhare with the wanton coquet, 
Or be caught by a vain affectation of wit. 
The toaſters and ſongſters may try all their art, 
But never ſhall enter the paſs of my heart. 


Cali 
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| loath the lewd rake, the dreſs'd fopling deſpiſe : : 
fore ſuch purſuers the nice virgin flies : 


And as Ovid has ſweetly in parables told, 
We harden like trees, and like rivers grow cold. 


Written extempore on a Window. 
HILST thirſt of praiſe, and vain defire of 


fame, 
In ev'ry age, is ev'ry woman's aim; 


b With 2 pleas'd, of filly roaſtels proud, 
Fond of a train, and happy in a croud ; 

On each poor fool beſtowing ſome kia glance, 

| Each conqueſt owing to ſome looſe advance 

| While vain coquets affect to. be purſu'd, 

And think they're virtuous, if not ran lewd ; 


Let this great maxim be my virtue's guide; y 


In part ſhe is to blame that has been try'd; - f 
4 


He comes too near, that comes to be deny'd. 
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The GENT LEMAN's ANSWER 


| | | $4 
HILST pretty fellows think a woman's fam; 

In ex' ry ſtate and ev'ry age the ſame ; 3 
With their own folly pleas'd, the fair they toaſt, : 
And where they leaſt are happy, ſwear they're moſt; Mi | 
No difffrence making *twixt coquet and prude ; 

And her that ſeems, yet is not really lewd ; 

While thus they think, and thus they vainly live, 

And taſte no joys but what their fancies, give ; 

Let this great maxim be my actions's guide, 

May I ne'er hope, tho' I am ne'er deny'd ; | 

Nor think a woman won that's willing to be try'd. 
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The Honourable Mrs. M O N K. 


| ESHOHOKO OOO OOO OO OKORS 


On PROVIDENCE. 
Frm FILICATA 


S a kind mether with indulgent eye 

Views her fair charge, and melts with ſy mpathy, 
And one's dear face imprints with kiſſes ſweet, 
One to her boſom claſps, and one her knee. 
Softly ſuſtains with pleaſing dignity. 


And one permits to cling about her feet ; 
And reads their various wants, and each requeſt 
In look or action, or in ſigh expreſs'd ; 
| This little ſupplicant in gracious ſtile 
She anſwers, that ſhe bleſſes with a ſmile 
Or if ſhe blames their ſuit, or if approves, 
And whether pleas'd or griev'd, yet {till ſhe loves: 
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With like regard high Providence divine 


Watches affectionate o'er human race, 
One feeds, one comforts, does to all incline, 
And each aſſiſts with kind parental care; 
Or, on denying us ſome needful grace, 
Only denies to move an ardent pray'r: 
Or, courted for imaginary wants, 
Seems to deny, but in denying grants. 


© .N T-:8: 4 


INVENTION of LETTERS 
Freon  B KEE UF. 


HE noble art from Cadmus took its riſe 
Of painting words, and ſpeaking to the eyes; 


He firſt in wond'rous magic fetters bound 


The airy voice, and ſtopt the flying ſound 
The various figures by his pencil wrought 
Gave colour, and a body to the thought. 


V 
Houghtful alone, thro' barren waſtes I ſtray, 


Slow ling'ring ſteps pace out the meaſur'd way 
With jealous fear around my eyes I caſt, 


To ſhun the paths by human footſteps trac'd. 
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V | 3 
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Vain are all other coverts to conceal, 
Fro: ught of men, the torments that I feel: 
A itcleſs figure, and a joyleſs mien 
Diſciofe the fire that ſmother'd burns within. L 
The rocky hills and ſtreams that filent flow, } 
The groves and dales, are confcious of my woe, 
And only they the fatal fecret know. 

But to howe'er remote a part I rove, 
Or pathleſs waſte, or hill, or dale or grove, 
I'm fill purſu'd by my companion, love. 


8 
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From Monſignor D E LE I M0 A. 


0 Sleep, thou gentle offspring of ſtill night's 
Soft humid ſhades ; fick mortals ſweet repoſe, 
Pleanng forgetfulneſs of all the ills 
ITnat human lije imbitter and perplex ! 
Aid now my ſoul, that languiſhes, and finds 
No zeſt; and enfe my weak and weary limbs: 
Bend hitherwards, O Sleep, thy æry flight, 
Aud d'or me drop thy dark extended wing. 
Where is that fiience, ſhy of day and ſun, 
And thoſe light dreams that with uncertain ſteps 
Waring atrend on thy no&tunal walks; 
Alas! in vain I thee invoke, in vain 
Court the cool ſable ſhades : O reſtleſs bed 
Fill'd full with thorns! O racking dreadful nights 
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S O NETTO. 
Fu M41 K7N I 


OFT ſleep, thou ſon of Silence and of Night, 
Parent of wild imaginary forms, 

Thro' whoſe dark quiet paths the lover oft 

Straying does haply find his wiſh'd-for bliſs ; 
Now ev'ry heart, but mine, in ſweet repoſe 

Slumbers amid{ theſe light and æry ſhades, 

Forfake thy cloſer caverns, gentle Sleep, 

T by grots Cimmerian, gloomy as my thoughts. 
Approach me with thy lov'd forgetfulneſs, 
Bring that bright form, whereon I joy to gaze, 
Let it ſpeak comfort to my lone deſires. 

But if to ſee the ſemblance of the fair 
In thee's deny'd me, I at leaſt ſhall find 
The image of that death I long to meet. 


—_— S 
. 
- * 7 


1 
T ASSOS FERUSALEM, Lib. XVI. 
6 . 


8 E R. how on yonder buſh 
The virgin roſe 


Breaks from her verdure with a bluſh, 
And does but half her charms diſcloſe, 
Which leſs diſclos'd, the brighter itil appear; 


Mrs. MON K. 
Ser how grown bolder ſhe diſplays - 


Her boſom bare, fee how ſhe then decays ; 
No more the flow'r remains, 


That flow'r no more which thouſand nymphs and iwains | 
Long'd in their wreaths to wear, = 
XV. 


Thus with the day 
The bud and bloſſom of our mortal life 
Paſſeth away, 
And no glad ſpring returns to chear 
Our drooping ear. 
Come then with eager ſtrife 
Gather your roſes this fair morn, 
The evening ſoon your day ſhuts in; 
| Gather your roſes and your heads adorn, 
| Whilſt you can love, and be belov'd again. 
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Band of Capids t'other day 
Together met to laugh and play, 
When on a ſudden, come, who flies? 
Says one; but whither, t'other cries ; 
Why? whither, but to Chloe's eyes ? 
Reply'd a third. The wanton crew N 
(Like ſwarms of bees to roſes) flew 
Around the beauteous Chloe's face, 
And crouded hard to get a place. 


E 2 


IVI. 


= 2 » * 9 1 
2 
— 0 * 
7 — — a 7 — 7 
by 3 r — XY” 
2 — — 2 1 22489 — — — 
r n e 
— — — — 
— * 92 2 4 * — 
- — — D 


— 

* 1 2 4 
7 1 92 * 

r 


52 Mrs. MONK. 


This on her nether lip does fix, 
Whilſt on her cheek another ſticks. 


— 


This ſwings upon her flowing, hair, 


In her fair eyes a lovely pair 

Of youths ſtand with their torches lit, 

Two others on her eye-brows fit, 

Each with his bow; amongſt the reſt 

One miſs'd her chin, and on her breaſt 

Fell headlong, but. ſoon looking, up did cry, 
None of you've got ſo good a place as I, 


E PTGRAM, 


OME Megg, be quick, and make the bed, 
Now tuck the feet, now place the head, 
I'll kiſs you if you don't beſtir ye; 
Quoth Megg, I can't abide to hurry. 


CO ——OTRCRE TEE OE — 


On a ROMANTIC LADY, 


Is poring over your Grand Cyrus 
Muſt ruin you, and will quite tire us, 

It makes you think, that an affront 'tis, 
Unleſs your lover's an Orontes, | 

And courts you with a pathon frantic, 
In manner and in ſtile romantic. 

Now tho? I count myſelf no Zero, 

I don't pretend to be an hero. 


1 n = 


V. 
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Or a by-blow of him that thunders, 
Nor are you one of the ſev'n wonders. 
But a young damſel very pretty, 


And your true name is Miſtreſs Beth. 


An E PIT APH on a GaLLanT Lady. 


Y' ER this marble drop a tear, 
Q Here lies fair Ro/alind / 
All mankind was pleaſed with her, 

And ihe with all mankind. 


ORPHEUS and EURYDICE, 


From the SPANISH of 2 VEFVEDO, 


PON a time, as poets tell, 
Their Orpheus went down to hell 
To fetch his wife, nor could he gueſs 
To find her in a likelier place. 


Down he went ſinging, as they ſay, 
And troling ballads all the way ; 
No wonder that, the reaſon's clear, 
For then he was a widower. 


Timber and ſtones with ſpeed did 17 
After his noble harmony: 
The ſelf-ſame thing I've ſeen befall 
The woeful'ſt ſcraper of them all. 
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To hell he came, and told his caſe, 
Torment and pain ſtraight quit the place; 
Each fiend was happy when compar'd 


With ſuch à wretched wedded bard. 
He had the luck, with doleſul ditty, ii 
Deaf Pluto to inſpire with pity, 
And got (if you will call it gain, 
And not a plague) his wife again. 7 
With his petition he comply'd, 2 
But him to theſe conditions ty'd, LT 
That he ſhould take, not look upon her: - = 
Both hard commands to man of honour. EA 
So on the loving couple went, - 
He led her up the ſteep aicent ; = 
But when the man does downward ſtray, 3 
The woman then does lead the way. 7 
The fond wretch turn'd his head to ſoon ; T 
If "twas on purpoſe, 'was well done: E a 
But if by chance, a hit indeed | B 
Which did beyond his hopes ſucceed. * 
Happy's the married wight that e'er H 
Comes once to be a widower ; | A 
But twice of one wile to get Tee, B 
Is luck in its extremity. 8e 
This is the firſt, laſt inſtance of this kind, Mb 
No fool will e'er again ſuch fortune find. : 


Mrs. M ON k. 


%% Z; 


in London. 


Thou pleaſing ſource of all my earthly joy: 
Thou tend'reſt huſband, and thou beſt of friends, 
To thee this firſt, this laſt adiewT ſend. 
At length the conqu'ror death aſſerts his right, 
And will for ever veil me from thy fight. 
He wooes me to him with a chearful grace; 
and not one terror clouds his meagre face. 
He promiſes a laſting reſt from pain; 
And ſhews that all life's ſleeting joys are vain. 
Th? eternal ſcenes of heav'n he ſets in view, 
And tells me that no other joys are true. 
But love, fond love, would yet reſiſt his pow'r g 
Would fain awhile defer the parting hour : 
He brings thy mourning image to my eyes, 
And would obfiruct my journey to the ſkies, 
But ſay, thou deareſt, thou unwearied friend; 
Say, ſhould'ſt thou grieve to fee my ſorrows ai ? 
Thou know'ſt a painful pilgrimage I've paſt ; 
And ſhould*ſt thou grieve that reſt is come at laſt ? 
| Rather rejoice to ſee me ſhake off life, 
And die as J have liv'd, thy faithful wife. 
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Wrote on her Death-Bed at Bath, to her Huſband, 


\HOU, who doſt all my worldly thoughts employ, 


The Pas TIME and RECREATION, 


Q FX M- 


QUE EN of FAIRIESin Fairyland, 
The Cn of the EARTH. 


By the DUTCHESS of NEWCASTLE, 


UEEN Mab, and all her company 
Dance on a pleaſant mole-hill high. 
Fo ſmall ſtraw-pipes, wherein great pleaſure 
They take, and keep juſt time, and meaſure ; 
All hand in hand, around, around, 
They dance upon this fairy-ground ; 
And when ſhe leaves her dancing ball, 
She doth for her attendants call, 
To wait upon her to a bower, 
Where ſhe doth fit beneath a flower; 
To ſhade her from the moon-ſhine bright, 
Where gnats do ling for her delight; 
A dewy wav ing leaf's made fit 
For the Queen's bath, where ſhe doth fit, 


7 


DUTCHESS of NEWCASTLE. . 
And her white limbs in beauty ſhew, 
Like a new fallen flake of ſnow ; | | 4 1 
Her maids do put her garments on, 2 
Made of the pure light from the ſun, 
Which do ſo many colours take, 
J. As various objects ſhadows malte: 

Then to her dinner ſhe goes ſtrait, 
Where Fairies all in order wait; 

A cover of a cob-web made, 

Is there upon a muſh-room laid; 

Her ſtool is of a thiſtle-down, 

And for her cup an acorn's crown, 
Which of ſtrong nectar full is fill'd, 
That from ſweet flowers is diſtill'd; 
When din'd ſhe goes to take the air | 
In coach, which is a nut-ſhell fair ; | 
The lining foft and rich within, 

Made of a gliſtering adder's ſkin, 

And there fix crickets draw her faſt, 
When ſhe a journey takes in haſte; 

Or elſe two ſerve to pace a round, 

And trample on the fairy ground- 

In hawks ſometimes ſhe takes delight, 
Which hornets are moſt ſwift in flight; 
Whoſe horns inftead of talons will 

A fly, as hawks a partridge, kill. 

But if ſhe will a hunting go, 

Then ſhe the lizzard makes the doe, 

Which is ſo ſwift and fleet in chaſe, 

As her flow coach cannot keep pace: 
Then on a graſhopper ſhe'l ride, 

And gallop in the foreſt wide; 
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538 DUTCHESS of NEWCASTLE. 
Her bow is of a willow branch, 

To ſhoot the lizzard on the haunch ; 
Her arrow ſharp, much like a blade, 

Of a roſe-mary leaf is made: 

Then home ſhe's called by the cock, 
Who gives her warning what's o'clock ; 
And when the moon doth hide her head, 
Their day is done, ſhe goes to bed ; 
Meteors do ſerve, when they are bright, 
As torches do, to give her light; 
Glow-worms for candles lighted up, 
Stand on her table, while ſhe ſup. 

But women, that inconſtant kind, 

Can ne're fix in one place their mind; 
For ſhe impatient of long ſtay, | 
Drives to the upper-earth away. 


The PASTIME 


3 | | 5 
SUEEN ot KES, 


When ſhe comes upon the EARTH out of the CENTRE. 


HIS lovely, ſweet, and beauteous Fairy Queen, 
| Begins to riſe, when Heſperus is ſeen ; 
Por ſhe is kin unto the God of night, 
Dato Diana, and the ſtars ſo bright; 
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DUTCHESS of NEWCASTLE. 59 
And foto all the reſt in ſome degrees, 
Yet not ſo near relation as to theſe : 
As for Apollo, ſhe diſclaims him quite, - | 
And ſwears, ſhe ne'er will come within his light; 
This makes the cock give notice, as they ſay, 
That when he riſes, ſhe may go her way; 
And makes the owl her favourite to be, 
Becauſe Apollo's face ſhe hates to ſee : | 
For owls do iteep all day, and in the night | 
They ſhout and hollow, that th” are out of ſight ; 
And fo the glow-worm all day hides his head, 
But lights his taper-tail, when he's abed, | 
To wait upon the faireſt Fairy Queen, 
Wöhilſt ſhe is ſporting on the meady-green : | 
Her paſtime only is, when ſhe's on earth, 1 
To pinch the fluts, which make Hobgoblin mirth; 
Or changes children, while the nurſes ſleep, 
Making the father rich, whoſe child they keep: 
This hobgoblin's the Queen of Fairies fool, 
Turning himſelf to horſe, cow, tree, or ſtool, 
Or any thing to croſs by harmleſs play, 
As to lead travellers out of their way; 
To kick down milk-pails, cauſe curds not to turn 
To cheeſe, or hinder butter in the churn, - 
Which makes the farmers wife to ſcold and fret, F 
That ſhe can neither cheeſe nor butter get; i 
The good-wife fad, ſquats down upon a ſtool, 
Not at all thinking it was Hob the fool, 
And frowning fits, then Hob gives her a ſlip, 
And down ſhe falls, whereby ſhe hurts her hip : | 
Thus many pranks doth Hob play on our ſtage, | 
With Tom Thumb, his companion, the Queen's pages 
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ODE TO MORNING, 
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AIL, roſeat Morn! returning light! | 
To the ſable Queen of Night > 
Reluctant yields her ſway ; 
And, as ſhe quits the dappled ſkies, 
On glories greater glories riſe, 
To greet the dawning day. 


O'er tufted meads gay Flora trips; 
Arabia's ſpices ſcent her lips ; 

Her head with roſe-buds crown'd: 
Mild Zephyr haſtes to ſnatch a kiſs ; 
And, fluttering with the tranfient bliſs, 

Wafts fragrance all around. 


The dew-drops, daughters of the 1 
With ſpangles every buſh adorn, 
And all the broider'd vales ; 


Their voice to thee the linnets raiſe, 
The lark, ſoft-trilling in thy praiſe, 


Aurora, riſing, hails! 


F 2 


While Nature, now in lively veſt 
Of gloſſy green, has. gaily dreſs'd 
Each tributary plain; 
While blooming flowers, and bloſſom'd trees, 
Soft-waving with the vernal breeze, 
Exult beneath thy reign; 


Shall I, with drowſy poppies crown'd, 
By Sleep in filken fetters bound, 
The downy godobey ? 
Ah, no!— Through yon embowering grove, 
Or winding. valley, let me. rove, 
And own thy chearful ſway! 


For ſhort-liv'd are thy pleaſing powers: 
Paſs but a few uncertain hours, 
And we no more ſhall trace 
Thy dimpled cheek-arid brow ſerene ; 
Or clouds may gloom the fmiling ſcene, 
And frowns deform thy face. 


So in life's youthful bloomy-prime, 

We ſport away the fleeting time, 
Regardleſs of our fate ; 

But, by ſome unexpected blow, 

Our giddy follies we ſhall know, 

And mourn'them when too late ! 
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THE 


COPPER FARTHING. 


APPY the boy who dwells remote from ſchool, 
1 Whoſe pocket or whoſe rattling-box contains 
A copper farthing ! he nor grieving hears | 
Hot cheeſe-cakes cried, nor ſavoury mutton-pies ; 
But with his play-mates, in the duſk of eve, 
To well-known blackſmith's ſhop, or church-yard hies 3 
Where, mindful of the ſport that joys his heart, 
Marbles or chuck, he inſtantly begins, | 
With undifſembled pleaſure in his face, 
To draw the circle, or to pitch the dump : 
While I, confin'd within the hated walls 
Of ſchool, reſounding with a clamourous din, 
| By ftill more hated books environ'd, I., 
With tedious leſſons and long taſk to get, 
My diſmal thoughts employ ; 'or wield 'my pen 
To mark dire characters on paper white; 
Not blunter pen or ſtronger character 
Uſes the ſage, a chiromancer hight, 
Sprung from Egyptian king, and ſwarthy race, 
Amenophis or Ptolemy, when he, | | 5 
In ſearch of ſtolen calf, or money loſt, 
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For wondering plowman does his art employ ; 
Or for the with'd return of {weetheart dear. 

Or apron fine purloin'd from hawthorn hedge, 
For country-maid conſults directing ſtars, 
Gemini, Taurus, or chill Capricorn. 

Thus while my liagering hours I joyleſs ſpend, 

With magiſterial look, and ſolemn ſtep, 

Appears my ſchoolmaſter, tremendous wight ! 
Dreaded by truant boys; how can I *ſcape 

Th' expected puniſhment for taſk ungot ? 

Aghaſt I ſtand, nor fly to covert bench, 

Or corner dark, to hide my hapleſs head; 

So great my terror, that it quite bereaves 

My limbs the power to fly: flow he aſcends 

Th' appointed ſeat, and on his right-hand lies 
The buſhy rod compos'd of numerous twigs, 

Torn from the birchen tree, or bending willow, 
Which to the fleſh of idle boys portends, 
For the neglected taſk, a poignant ſmart ; 

And with him comes another mighty elf, 
Yclep'd an uſher ; ah! terrifick name 

To leſſer wights; who, if they hapleſs place 

In ſtation wrong, pronoun or participle, 
Straight, by the magic of his voice are rais'd 

In attitude above their lov'd compeers, 

Where they, reluctant, various torments bear, 
Till, by their dolorous plaints, that pierce the ſkies, 
They. draw kind Pity, moiſt-ey'd goddeſs ! down, 
To heal, with balm of ſympathy, their woe. 

Ye urchins, take, ah! take peculiar care, 

For when ye wot not, much he marks your Ways, 
And in his mind revolves diſaſt'rous deeds 


— 


Se; 
4 
3 ' 
1 
1 
i 
1 
5 1 
J 4 
7 * 
N 
4 4% 
bis * : 
- 
| * 
1 
4 1 
Us 
: 
Tu 
7 
n C 
Mi 
32 
110 
24 
of» 
rr 
7 — 
* =» 
** 
4 
1 
1. 
» * 
1 
„ 
** ; 
4 
41 
5 
oo \ 
. 
* 
g [ 
- 
* 
i 
% 
N 
7 
, 
: 
oF i 
F 
#4 : " 
1 wat, 
A/ 
7 A 
"i 
6s $A 
7 
1 . 
4 oc 
1. 
» 
8.7 
* q 
N 11. 
vo / 04 
WT 4 
: | 
1 : 
' 
043.7 1 
& 15 
NM 
iy oy * 5 
WH Ar {| 
$230 Wl 
WL! 4 
0 1 
{3 
. 1 Ih 
11 
11 
. 
ob 
ts. | 
e 
}! 


2 
— -& 
_— 


— 
it - Se 
— — 


— 
* 
WY 
2 


Mis PENNINGTON. (6y 
Againſt th* unwary wretch. So ſtory tells, 25 
That chanticle er, on dunghill's top elate, 

With haughty ſtep and watchful eye aſkaunce, 

Each tiny prominence he views, where haply he | 
May find conceal'd delicious grub orworm, | 
To wh ich his maw infatiate forebodes 


Certain deſtruction, while, behind or'buſh, 


Or pale encompaſling the farmer's yard, 


Skulks Reynard, fraught with many a crafty wile 
1 enſnare the feather'd race, who, if they ſtray 


Beyond the precincts of their mother's ken, 


| He ſtraight purloins them from her careful wing, 


With his ſharp teeth torments their tender frame, 
And with the crimſon gore diſtains their ſides, 
Relentleſs ; nor can all the piercing cries 

Ot duckling, chick, or turkey, yet unfledg'd, 

His heart obdurate move; inſtant he tears 


| Each trembling limb, devours the quivering fleſh, 


Nor leaves a remnant of the bloody feaſt, 
Gave a few fluttering feathers ſcatter'd round 
(That, with their varied plumage, whilom deck' d 
The ſlaughter'd prey) to tell the hapleſs tale. 
Thus joyleſs do I ſpend thoſe hours the fun 
Illuminates; and, when the filver moon 
Her gentle ray diſpenſes, and invites 
The ſwains and maids to mix in jovial dance, 
Around the towering may-poles of the green, 
Where each gay plowman does his partner chuſe 
As love or fate directs; or o'er the lawn | 
The needle thread, or toſs the bounding ball; 
All chearleſs I, nor dance, nor pleafing fport, 
Nor ſocial mirth, nor bowl of nappy ale 
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Partake : but, on her drooping raven wing, 
Sad melancholy hovers o'er my head, 
Pale envy rankles deep within my breaſt, 
And baneful venom ſheds. Grim horror, too, 
Attends my thoughts, and fills my gloomy mind 
With tales of gliding ſpirits, in milk-white ſhrouds 
Array*d, and rattling chains, and yelling ghoſts 
Iraſcible! or Fancy, mimick queen, 
To ſwift imagination's eye preſents 
A group of tiny elves, in circling dance 
Qr luſcious feaſt employ'd ; ſuch elves as danc'd 
When Oberon did fair Titania wed ; | 
While I, in wiſhes impotent and vain, 
For liberty, dear object of my hopes, 
The tedious moments ſpend ; or if perchance, 
Morpheus invok'd, my heavy eye-lids cloſe 
Dear liberty ſtill haunts my ſleeping thoughts, 
And in a ſhort-liv'd dream thoſe joys I taſte, 
Which waking are denied; and beat the hoop 
With dext*rous hand, or run with feet as ſwiſt 
As feather'd arrow flies from archers bow ; 
*Till, from my ſlumber wak'd, too ſoon I find 
It was illufton all, and mockery vain, 

Thus, comfortleſs, appall'd, forlorn, I paſs 
The tardy hours, nor of thoſe viands taſte, 
Which are on other boys full oft beſtow'd 
In plenteous manner, by the liberal hand 
Of friend indulgent ; apple-pye or tart, 

Or trembling cuſtard of delicious gout, 

Of frothy ſyllabub in copious bowl. 

Hard fate for me! yet harder ſtill betides 

Me, hopeleſs youth! My faithful top, that ofs 
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Has chear'd my drooping ſpirits, and re viv'd 


My ſaddening thoughts, when o'er the pavement A 


ſmooth 
It ſpins and ſleeps, and to it's maſter's hand 
Does ample juſtice ; now, alas! become 
To all the rude inclemencies of weather, 
To time, and deſtiny's relentleſs doom, 
A miſerable victim, quite decay'd 
With many ſervices, andcleft throughout 
| All uſeleſs lies: ah! fight of ſaddeſt woe 
| To wretched me, of every hope bereft, 
Of every gleam of comfort. So the wretch, 
Who near or Etna or Veſuvius dwells, 
Beholds the ſulphurous flames, the molten rocks, 
And feels the ground trembling beneath his feet ; 
Till with a horrid yawn, it opens wide 
| Before his eyes, all glaring with affright; 
Swallows his cultur'd vines, his gardens, houſe, 
With, all his ſoul held dear, his lovely wife, 
And prattling babes, the hopes of years to come; 
All, all are loſt, in ruin terrible! 
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HERE's no ſuch thing as pleaſure here, 
Tis all a perfect cheat, 

U hich does but ſhine and diſappear, 

Whoſe charm is but deceit : 

The empty bribe of yielding fouls, 

Which firſt betrays, and then controuls, 

'Tis true, it looks at diſtance fair; 

But if we do approach, 

The fruit of Sodom will impair, 

And periſh at a touch: 

It being than in fancy leſs, 

And we expect more than poſſeſs. 


For by our pleaſures we are cloy'd, 
And fo deſire is done; 

Or elſe, like rivers, hy make wide 
The channel where they run : 
And either way true bliſs deſtroys, 
Making us narrow, or our Joys. 
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Againſt PLEASURE, 


By Mrs. PHILIPS. 


Sv 


* 64 = N 
3 . . 9 
N A 4 : 0 5 * -1 = - * £ _ 5d 
<1 Sag nt — — 9 — ä 
- ue» 4+ „ — þ 7 SAL SH . 2 
A 8 : - 
57 a AI * 
3 


2 — . BE 


* 
2 ee > 


—_ 


* 


Rr 


S on rerun 
— 2 — " 
1 


3 


i PF, . a * 


— == nd 
— — 2 . 


S 
„ 1 


—— — 
* *. * 5 


— 
75 


- * 
8 ** * 

— 
3 * 4 5 2 


— 


— 


TTY ** 
. 
. — 
e nies 5 
328 7 4 
8 


— 2 el 


\ 


un. PH PSs, 
We covet pleafure eaſily, 

But ne'er true bliſs poſſeſs; 

For many things muſt make it be, 

But one may make it leſs, 

Nay, were our ſtate as we could chuſe its 
*T would be conſum'd by fear to loſe it. 


What art thou then, thou winged air, 

More weak and ſwift than fame ? 0 
Whoſe next ſucceſſor is deſpair, 

And its attendant ſhame. 

The expericnc*d-prince then reaſon had, 

Who ſaid of pleaſure, “it is mad.“ 


A COUNTRY LIFE. 


OW facred and how innocent 

A Country-Life appears, 
How free from tumult, diſcontent, 
From flattery or fears! 


This was the firſt and happieſt life, 
When man enjoy'd himſelf; 


Till pride exchanged peace * ſtrife, 
And happineſs for pelf. 


*Twas here the poets were inſpir'd, 
Here taught the multitude; 

The brave they here with honour fir'd, 
And civiliz'd the rude, 


Mrs. PHILIPS. 


The golden age did entertain 

No paſſion but of love : - 

The thoughts of ruling and of gain 
Dic ne'er their fancies move. 


None then did envy neighbour's wealth, 
Nor plot to wrong his bed: | 
Happy in friendſhip and in health, 
On roots, not beaſts. they fed 


They knew no law nor phyſick then, 
Nature was all their wit: 

And if their yet remain to men 
Content; ſure this is it. 

What bleflings doth this world afford 
To tempt or bribe deſire? 

Her courtſhip is all fire-and ſword, 
Who would not then retire ? 

Then welcome, deareſt ſolitude, 

My great felicity ; 


Though ſome are pleas'd to call thee rude, 


Thou art not ſo, but we. 


Them that do covet only reſt, 
A cottage will ſuffice : 


It is not brave to be poſſeſt 
Of earth but to deſpiſe. 


Opinion is the rate of things 

From hence our peace doth flow; 
I have a better fate than Kings, 
Becauſe I think it ſo. 
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How unconcern'd am I ? 
I cannot fear to tumble lower 


Who never could be high. 


Secure 1n theſe unenvy'd walls 

1 think not on the ſtate, 

And pity no man's caſe that falls 
From his ambitions height. 


Silence and innocence are ſafe; 
A heart that's nobly true 
At all theſe little arts can laugh 
That do the world ſubdue, 
While others revel it in ſtate, 
Here I'll contented fit, 


And think I have as good a fate 
As wealth and pomp admit. 


Let ſome in courtſhip take delight, 
And to th* Exchange reſort ; 

Then revel out a winter's night, 

{ 1h Not making love but ſport. 


Theſe never know a noble flame, 

wil! Tis luſt, ſcorn. or deſign : 

WH While vanity plays all their game, 
5 Let peace and honour mine. 
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When the inviting ſpring appears, 
To Hyde-park let them go, 

And haſting thence be full of fears 

To loſe Spring-Garden ſhow. 
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When all the ſtormy world doth roar © 
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Let's wait for a ſucceeding good, 
Woes have their ebb as well as flood: 


And ſince the parliament have reſcu'd you, 
Believe that providence will do ſo too. 
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TENDRES DESIRS; 


FROM FRENCH PROSE, 


O ſoft defires, love's gentle progeny, 
I And on the heart of charming Sylvia ſeize, 
Then quickly back again return to me, 

Since that's the only cure for my diſeaſe 
But if you miſs her breaſt whom I adore, 
Then take your flight, and viſit mine no more, 
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The PETITION of the BIRDS 


To Mr. PILKINGTON 
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On his Return from ShoorINs. 


n 
— > 
_ * 


2 1 
* 
. & 


n — TIT 
{IF 


why 


H ſhepherd, gentle ſhepherd, ſpare 
Us plum'd inhabitants of air, 
That hop, and inoffenfive rove 
From tree to tree, from grove to grove... 
What phrenzy has poileſt your mind? 
To be deſtructive of your kind? 
Admire not if we kindred claim, 
Our ſep'rate natures are the ſame ; 
To each of us thou ow'it a part, 
To grace thy perſon, head, or heart ; 
The chaſte, the fond, the tender Dove, 5 
Inſpires thy breaſt with pureſt love; | 
The tow'ring Eagle claims a part 
In thy courageous, gen'rous heart; 
On thee the Finch beſtow'd a voice, 
To bid the raptur'd ſoul rejoice ; 
The hawk has giv*n thee eyes ſo bright, 
They kindle love and ſoft delight; _ | 
Thy ſnowy hue and graceful mien 7 
May in the ſtately Swan be ſeen; 
You, II. H 


8 Mrs, PILKINGTON, 
The Robin's plumes afford the red, 
Which thy ſoft lips and cheeks : 
The filial piety and truth 

The Stork beſtow'd to crown thy youth. 
Did we theſe ſev'ral gifts beſtow, 

To give perfection to a foe? 

Did we fo many virtues give, 

To thee too fierce to let us live? 
Suſpend your rage, and ev*ry grove 
Shall echo ſongs of grateful love. 

Let pity ſooth and ſway your mind, 
And be the Phenix of mankind. 
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"HILE I the God-like men of old, 
In admiration wrapt, behold, 
Rever'd antiquity explore, 

And turn the long-liv'd volumes o'er ; 
Where Cato, Plutarcs, Flaccus ſhine 

In ev'ry excellence divine; 

I grieve, that our degen'rate days 
Produce no mighty ſouls like theſe ; 
Patriot, philoſopher, and bard, | 

Are names unknown, and ſeldom heard. 
Spare your reflection, Phebus cries, 
"Tis as ungrateful as unwiſe ; 


To the Rev. Dr. SWIFT 
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Can you complain this ſacred day, | 
That virtues, or that arts decay; 
Behold in Sw reviv'd appears, 


The virtues of unnumber'd years ; 
Behold in him with new delight, 


The patriot, bard, and ſage unite ; 
And know, Jerne in that name 
Shall rival Greece and Rome in fame. 
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N a fair iſland in the ſouthern main, 
4 Bleſt with indulgent ſk1es and kindly rain, 
A princeſs liv'd, of origin divine, 
Of bloom celeſtial, and imperial line, 
In that ſweet ſeaſon, when the mounting ſun 
_ Prepares with joy his radiant courſe to run; 
Led by the Graces, and the dancing hours, 
And wakes to life the various race of flow'rs; 
The lovely Queen forſook her ſhining court, 
For rural ſcenes, and healthful ſylvan ſport. 
| ; | "IS © 
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It ſo befel, that as in chearful talk 
Her nymphs and ſhe purſu'd their ev'ning walk; 
On the green margin of the 00zy deep, 
They found a graceful youth diſſolv'd in fleep, 


Whoſe charms the Queen ſurvey'd with fond delight, 


And hung enamour'd o'er the pleaſing fight : 
By her command the youth was ſtrait convey'd, 
And, ſleeping, ſoftly in her palace laid. 

Now ruddy morning purpled o'er the ſkies, 
And beamy light unſeal'd the ſtranger's eyes, 
Who cry'd aloud, ye Gods, unfold this ſcene ! 
Where am I! what can all theſe wonders mean? 

| Scarce had he ſpoke, when with officious care, 
Attendant nymphs a fragrant bath prepare; 


He roſe, he bath'd, and on his lovely head 


Ambrofial ſweets, and precious oil they ſhed : 

To deck his poliſh'd limbs, a robe they brought, 
In all the various dyes of beauty wrought: 
Then led him to the Queen, who on a throne 

Of burniſh'd gold, and beamy diamonds ſhione: 
But oh! what wonder ſeiz'd her beauteous gueſt! 
What love, what extaſy, his ſoul poſſeſt! 
Entranc'd he flood, and on his faltering tongue 
Imperfect words, and half-form'd accents hung; 
Nor leſs the Queen the blooming youth admir'd, 
Nor leſs delight and love her ſoul inſpir'd. 

O ſtranger! ſaid the Queen, if hither driven 
By adverſe winds, or ſent a gueſt from heav'n, 
To me the wretched never ſue in vain, 
This fruitful ifle acknowledges my reign ; 


Then ſpeak thy wiſhes, and thy wants declare, 


And no denial ſhall attend your pray'r; 
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She paus'd and bluſh'd, —the youth his filence broke, 


And kneeling thus the charming Queen beſpoke ; | 
O Goddeſs ! for a form fo bright as thine | T3 


Speaks thee deſcended of celeſtial line ; 2 
Low at your feet a proſtrate King behold, . CSC 5 
Whoſe faithleſs ſubjects ſold his life for gold; = 
I fly a cruel tyrant's lawleſs hand, : is 
And ſhipwreck drove my veſſel on your ſtrand, 1 
But why do I complain of fortune's frowns ? \ 
Or what are titles, honours, ſceptres, crowns, # 
To this ſweet moment ? while in fond amaze 4 
On ſuch tranſporting excellence I gaze! 4 
Such ſymmetry of ſhape! ſo fair a face! 3 
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Such finiſſi'd excellence, ſuch perfect grace! 

Hear then my only wiſh, and oh! approve 

The ardent pray*r which ſupplicates thy love. 

From Neptune know, O Prince, my birth I claim, 

Replies the Queen, and Lucida's my name: 

This ifland, theſe attendant nymphs he gave, 

The fair-hair'd daughters of the azure wave! 

But he whoſe fortune gains me for a bride . 

Muſt have his conſtancy ſeverely try'd. 

One day each moon am I compell'd to go 

To my great father's wat'ry realms below, 

Where coral groves celeſtial red diſplay, 

And blazing di'monds emulate the day; 

In this ſhort abſence if your love endures, 

My heart and empire are for ever yours ; 

And hoary Neptune, to reward your truth, 

Shall crown you with immortal bloom and youth ; 
1 5 
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But inſtant death will on your falſehood wait, 
Nor can my tenderneſs prevent your fate. 
Twice twenty times in wedlock's facred band, 
My royal father join'd my plighted hand ; 
Twice twenty noble youths, alas! are dead, 
Who in my abſence ſtain'd the nuptial bed; 


Your virtues, Prince, may, claim a nobler throne, 


But mine 1s yielded on theſe terms alone. 


Delightful terms! reply'd the raptur'd youth, 


Accept my conſtancy, my endleſs truth. 


Perfidious, faithleſs men! enrag'd, he cry'd, 


They merited the fate by which they dy'd; 


Accept a heart incapable of change, 


Thy beauty ſhall forbid deſire to range; 


No other form ſhall to mine eye ſeem fair, 


No other voice attract my liſt'ning ear, 
No charms but thine ſhall e'er my ſoul approve, 


So aid thy vot'ry, potent God of Love! 

Now loud applauſes through the palace ring, 
The duteous ſubjects hail their God-like King: 
To feaſtful mirth they dedicate the day, 

While tuneful voices chant the nuptial lay, 
Love ditty*d airs, hymn'd by the vocal quire, 
Sweetly attemper'd to the warbling lyre ; 

But when the ſun deſcending fought the main, 
And low-brow'd night aſſum'd her ſilent reign z 


They to the marriage-bed convey'd the bride, 


And laid the raptur'd bridegroom by her fide. 
Now r9ſe the ſun, and with aujpicious ray 

Diſpell'd the dewy miſts, and gave the day; 

When Lucida, with anxious care oppreſs'd, 


Thus wak'd her fleeping lord from downy reſt; 
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Soul of my ſoul, and monarch of my heart, 1 
This day, ſhe cry'd, this fatal day we part; 1 
Vet if your love uninjur'd you retain, | 
We ſoon ſhall meet in happineſs again, | 4 
To part no more; but rolling years employ _ 5 

In circling bliſs, and never-fading joy: | 4 
Alas! my boding ſoul is loſt in woe, 2 5 
And from mine eyes the tears unbidden flow. ' 

Joy of my lite, diſmiſs thoſe needlefs fears, # 
Reply'd the King, and ſtay thoſe precious tears; 1 
Should lovely Venus leave her native ſky, * 
And at my feet, imploring fondneſs, lie, 7 
Een ſhe, the radiant Queen of ſoft defires, „ 


Should; diſappoinend;- burn with b fam. 5 
The heart of man the Queen's experience knew : 
Perjur'd and falſe. yet wiſh to find him true; 
She ſigh'd retiring, and in regal ſtate, 
The King conducts her to the palace gate ; 
Where ſacred Neptune's chryſtal chariot ſtands, 
The wond'rous work of his celeſtial hands: 
Six harneſs'd ſwans the bright machine convey 
Swift through the air, or pathleſs wat'ry way; 
The birds with eagle-ſpeed the air divide, 
And plunge the Goddeſs in the ſounding tide, 
Slow io the court the penſive King returns, 
And ſighs in ſecret, and in filence mourns ; 
v0 1n the grove ſad Philomel complains 
In mournful accents, and melodious ſtrains ; 
Her plaintive woes fill the reſounding lawn, 
From ſtarry Veſper to the roſy dawn, 
The king, to mitigate his tender pain, 
vceks the apartment of the virgin train, 
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With ſportive mirth ſad abſence to beguile, 
And bid the melancholy moments ſmile ; 

But there deſerted lonely rooms he found, 

And ſolitary filence reign'd around, 

He call'd aloud, when, lo! a hag appears, 
Bending beneath deformity and years, 

Who ſaid, my Liege, explain your ſacred will, 
With joy your ſov'reign purpoſe I fiulfil. 

My will! deteſted wretch ! avoid my fight, 
And hide that hideous ſhape in endleſs night. 
What! does thy Queen, o'er-run with rude diſtruſt 
Reſolve by force to keep a huſband juſt? 
You wrong, rep'y*d the hag, your royal wife, 
Whoſe care is love, and love to guard your life, 
The race of mortals are by nature frail, 

And ſtrong temptations with the beſt prevail. 
Be that my care, he ſaid, be thine to fend 

The virgin train, let them my will attend, 

The beldam fled—The chearful nymphs — 
And tread to meaſur'd airs the mazy dance; 
The raptur'd Prince with greedy eye 8 
The blooming maids, and covets ſtill to gaze; 
No more recalls the image of his ſpouſe; 

How falſe is man! nor recollects his vows ; 
With wild inconſtancy for all he burns, 

And ev'ry nymph ſubdues his heart by turns. 

At length a maid, ſuperior to the reſt, 
Array'd in ſmiles, in virgin beauty dreſt, 
Receiv'd his paſſion, and return'd his love, 

And ſoftly woo'd him to the ſilent grove. 
Enclos'd in deepeſt ſhades of full-grown wood, 
Within the grove a ſpacious grotto ſtood, 
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Where forty youths in marble ſeem to mourn, 
Each youth reclining on a fun'ral urn: 
Thither the nymph directs the monarch's way, 

He treads her footſteps, joyful to obey. 

There, fir'd with paſſion, claſp'd her to his breaſt, 
And thus the tranſport of his ſoul confeſs'd. 
Dclighted beauty! deck'd with ev'ry charm 
High fancy paints! or glowing love can form! 

] figh, I gaze, I tremble, I adore! 

Such lovely looks ne'er bleſt my ſight before! 
Here, under covert of th' imbow'ring ſhade, 

For love's delights and tender tranſports made, 
No buſy eye.our raptures to detect, 

No envious tongue to cenſure or direct; 

Here yield to love, and tenderly employ 

The filent ſeaſon 1 in extatic joy. 

With arms enclos'd, his treaſure to retain, . 

He ſigh'd and woo'd, but woo'd and ſigh'd in vain 4 
She ruſh'd indignant from his fond embrace, 
While rage with bluſhes paints her virgin face; 
Yet ſtill he ſues with ſuppliant hands and eyes, 
While ſhe to magic charms for vengeance flies, 

A limpid fountain murmur'd through the cave 

Ske fill'd her palm with the tranſlucent wave, 

And ſprinkling cry'd, receive, falſe man, in n time, 
The juſt reward of thy deteſted crime. f 
Thy changeful ſex in perfidy delight, 

Delpiſe perfection, and fair virtue flight, 

Falſe, fickle, baſe, tyrannic, and unkind, 

Whoſe hearts, nor vows can chain, nor honour bind: 
Mad to poſſeſs, by paſſion blindly led; 

And then as mad to ſtain the nuptial bed: 
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94 Mrs. PILKINGTON. 

Whoſe roving ſouls no excellence, no age, 

No form, no rank, no beauty, can engage ; 

Slaves to the bad, to the deſerving work, 

Sick of your twentieth love, as of your firſt, 

The ſtatues, which this hallow*d grot adorn, 

Like thee were lovers, and like thee forſworn ; 

Whoſe faithleſs hearts no kindneſs could ſecure, 

Nor for a day preſerve their paſſion pure ; 

Whom neither love nor beauty could reſtrain, 

Nor fear of endleſs infamy and pain. 

In me behold thy Queen; for know with eaſe 

We deities aſſume each form we pleaſe ; 

Nor can the feeble ken of mortal eyes 

Perceive the Goddeſs through the dark diſguiſe. 

Now feel the force of heav'n's avenging hand, 

And here inanimate for ever ſtand. | 
She ſpoke Amaz'd the liſt'ning monarch ſtos 

And icy horror froze his ebbing blood ; 

'Thick ſhades of death upon his eyelids creep, 

And clos'd them faſt in everlaſting ſleep ; 

No ſenſe of life, no-motion he retains, 

But fix'd, a dreadful monument remains ; 

A Statue now, and if reviv'd once more, 

Would prove, no doubt, as perjur'd as before. 
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CARTE BLANCHE, 


ſpotleſs paper, fair and white! 
On whom, by force, conſtrain'd I write, 

How cruel am I to deſtroy 
Thy purity to pleaſe a boy ? * 
Ungrateful I, rhus to abuſe 
The faireſt ſervant of the Muſe. 
Dear friend, to whom I oft impart 
The choicelt ſecrets of my heart, 
Ah, what atonement can be made 
For ſpotleſs innocence betray'd? 
How tair, how lovely didit thou ſhow, 
Like lilly'd banks, or falling ſnow ! 
But now, alas, become my prey, 
No floods can waſh thy ſtains away. 


Yet this ſmall comfort I can give, 
That which deſtroy'd ſhall make thee live. 


* My brother teized me one evening to write ſome verſe 
2 a ſchool-exerciſe for him, I aſſed him what I fhouid 
write upon; why, ſaid he pert.y, what ſhould you write 
pon but the aper? /o * it for my ſubect, I wwrote 
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* 


Upon hearing” he had received a Book and Stand-Diſh. 


* 


HALL then my kindred all my glory claim, 
And boldly rob me of eternal fame? 
To ev'ry art my gen'rous aid I lend, 
To mufick, painting, poetry, a friend. 
*Tis I celelial harmony inſpire, 
* When fix'd to itrike the iweetly warbling wire; 
I to the faithful canvaſs have confign'd 
Each bright idea of the painter's mind ; 
Bchoid from Raph ae:'s iky-capt pencils riſe, 
Such heav'nly ſcenes as Charm the gazer's eyes. 
O let me now aſpire to higher praiſe |! 
Ambitious to tranſcribe your deathleſs lays ; 
Nor thou immortal bard, my aid refuſe, 
Accept me as the ſervant of your muſe ; 
Then ſhall the world my wond'rous worth declare, 
And all mankind your matchleſs Pen revere. 


* Quills of the Harpſichord. 


Sent with a Qu 11.1 to Dr. SFZ. 
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a 
In Imitation of HORACE. 


Envy not the proud their wealth, 
Their equipage and ſtate ; 
Give me but innocence and health, $ 
I aſk not to be great. : ig 


I in this ſweet retirement find = , 4 
A joy unknown to kings, | 5 
For ſceptres to a virtuous mind 
Secm vain and empty things. 


Great Cinciunatus at his plough, 
With brighter luſtre ſhone, 

Than guilty Cæſar cer could ſhew, 
Though ſeated on a throne, 


Tumultuous days, and reſtleſs nights, 
Ambition ever knows, 

A ſtranger to the calm delights 
Of ſtudy and repoſe. 


Then free from FFF care, and ſtrife, 
Keep me, ye pow'rs divine; 


And pleas'd when ye demand my life, 
May 1 that life reſign, 


Yor. Ih 1 
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To STREPIFOW. 
Written for a LADY to her LOVER, 


EHOLD the ſpring in freſh attire, 

Gay blooming ſeaſon of deſire, 

With fragrant breath ſalutes the grove, 

Awaking nature, joy and love ; 
The woods in verdant beauty dreſs'd, I 


Have her enliv'ning pow'r confeſs'd, 

What means this coldneſs in your breaſt? } 
5 14 Not all the kindly warmth in mine 
Can thaw that frozen heart of thine. 

| Wt Go then, Inconſiant, go, and rove, 

1 5 Forget thy vows, neglect thy love; 

Some ſenſcleſs, taſteleſs, girl purſue, 

wy! Bought ſmiles befit ſuch ſwains as you; 

While for the worſt I ſee you change, 

You give me a complete revenge, 
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__ QUEEN MAZ w POLL IO. 
HE Queen of the Fairies this ſummons does ſend 
To Pollio, her counſellor, couſin, and friend; 
We order you here to attend us to-night, 
We revel by moon-light with pomp and delight! 
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Our grove we illuminate, glorious to ſee, 


With glittering glow-worms begemming each tree; 1 
We'll drink up the dew that impearls the ſweet flow'rs, 
And in circling joys ſpend our circling hours. 95 
If you fail in attendance, by my ſceptre I ſwear, I 
My Fairies ſhall bring you by force through the air, 3 
The SEVENTH ODE. | 
r « 


THIRD Book of HORACE paraphraſed. 4 
Written in the Abſence of her Hus BAND. 
Quid es, Aﬀteria ? 


STERTIA, why will you conſume 
In fighs and tears your roſy bloom? 
No more your youthful huſband mourn, 
He ſoon ſhall to your arms return : 
Propitious winds ſhall waft him ofer, 
Enrich'd from Britain's fruitful ſhore, 

In vain the nymphs diſplay their charms, 
To win him to their longing arms: 
Though ſtrong temptations court the youth, 
Doubt not his conſtancy and truth; 
They fix'd as rocks unmov'd remain, 
While winds and waves aſſault in vain, 
&-3 
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You only teach his ſoul to know 
The ſecret pang, the tender woe; 
For you he feels a thouſand fears, 
And oft bedews his couch with tears, 
Ah! then in kind return beware, 
Leſt tempting words your heart enſnare ; 
Avoid the duſk and filent ſhade, 
Nor heed the plaintive ſerenade; 
Let prudence, that unerring guide, 
O'er ev'ry thought and act preſide ; 
So ſhall your faith and virtue prove 


Worthy his matchleſs truth and love. 


7 


CONSOLATORY VERSES 


To her Hus BAN D. 


O more, lov'd partner of my ſoul, 
At diſappointments grieve, 

Can flowing tears our fate controul, 
Or ſighs our woes relieve ? 


Adverſity is virtue's ſchool 
Too thoſe who right diſcern; 
Let us obſerve each painful rule, 
And each hard leflon learn. 


When wintry clouds obſcure the ſky, 


And heav'n and earth deform, 
If fix'd the ſtrong foundations lie, 
The caſtle braves the ſtorm, 


*. 
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Thus fix'd on faith's unfailing rock, 
Let us endure awhile - 

Misfortune's rude, impetuous ſhock, 
And glory in our toil, 

[1] fortune cannot always laſt, 
Or though it ſhould remain, 

Yet we each painful moment haſte 
A beiter world to gain : 

Where calumny no more ſhall wound, 
Nor faithleſs friends deſtroy, 

Where innocence and truth are crown'd 


With never fading joy. 


A SON 


TELLA, darling of the Muſes, 
Fairer than the blooming ſpring ; 
Sweeteſt theme the poet chuſes, 
When of thee he ſtrives to ſing. 


While my ſoul with wonder traces 
All thy charms of face and mind, 

All the beauties, all the graces 
Of the ſex in thee-I find. 


Love, and joy, and admiration, 
In my breaſt alternate riſe ; 
Words no more can paint my paſſion, 
Then the pencil could thine eyes. 
. 13 
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Laviſh nature thee adorning, 
_ Ofer thy lips and cheeks hath ſpread, 
Colours that might ſhame the morning, 

Smiling with celeſtial red, 


Would the Gods, in bleſt condition, 
Our requeſts indulgent view, 

Sure each mortal's firſt petition 
Would be to reſemble you. 


YING is an occupation 
Us'd by all who mean to riſe; 
Politicians owe their ſtation 
But to well-concerted lyes. 


- 


Theſe to lovers give aſſiſtance 
To enſnare the fair one's heart ; 
And the virgin's beſt reſiſtance 
Yields to this commanding art. 
Study this ſuperior ſcience, 
Would you riſe in church or ſtate 
Bid to truth a bold defiance, 
Tis the practice of the great. 
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EXPOSTULATION, | 


Written in DisTR2ss, 


God! ſince all thy ways are juſt, 
Why does thy heavy hand 
So ſore aMict the wretched duſt, ! 
Thou didſt to life command? 


Thou ſpeak'ſt the word, the ſenſeleſs clay 
Was quick'ned with thy breath, 


Chearlefs to view the beams of day, 
And ſeek the ſhades of death, 


Through ev*ry ſcene of life diſtreſs'd, 
As daughter, mother, wife; 

When wilt thou cloſe my eyes in reſt, 
And take my weary lite, 


To thee paſt, preſent, and to come, 
Are evermore the ſame ; 

Thou know'ſt of all my woes the ſum, 
E'er I my thoughts could frame. 


was thou gavꝰſt paſſion to my ſoul, 
And reaſon alſo gave: 

Why didſt thou not make reaſon rule, 

And paſſion be its flave ? 

O pardon me, thou Pow'r Divine! 
That thus I dare preſume 

At thy correction to repine, 

Or murmur at my doom. 
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Lord, give me penitence ſincere | Y 
For ev'ry error paſt, Y 

And though my trials are ſevere, 
O give me peace at laſt. 


Mr. EK. 
On his aſking for ſomething entirely NE W. 


HE N you advis'd me, Sir, to chuſe 
Some odd new ſubject for the muſe, 
From thdught to thought unpleas'd I chang'd, 
Thro' nature, art, and ſcience rang'd; 
Yet {till could nought diſcover new, 
Till, happily, I fix*d on you. 
Your ſtoic turn, and chearful mind, 
Have mark'd you, out of all mankind, 
The oddeſt theme my muſe can find. 
Like other men, you nothing do ; 
The world's one round of joy to you. 
The wiſe, the weak, the ſot, the ſage, 
Your hours can equally engage : 
Tho? ſenſe and merit are your choice, 
You can with gayeſt fops rejoice ; 
m Can taſte them all in ſeaſon fit, 
And match their follies or their wit. 
hh Truth has in you ſo fix'd her ſeat, 
WI Not all your converſe with the great 
\ {WY Has yet miſled you to deceit, 
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Your breaſt ſo bare, ſo free from blame, 

Why ſure your heart and tongue's the ſame! - 
Moſt hearts grow harder with the years, - 

But yours yet lends th? afflicted tears; 

Has merit pin'd in want and grief; 

Your bounteous hand has brought relief, 

To you, where frailty ſhades the ſoul, 

One ſhining grace commends the whole, 

Can no experience make you wiſer, 

Nor age convert you to a miſer ? 
New too in other points I find you, 

Where modern wits are thrown behind yous 

Some praiſe a patron, and reveal him; 

You paint ſo true, you can't conceal him: 


Their gaudy praiſe, undue, but ſhames him, 
While yours, by likeneis, only names him, 


Not wit, that libels, makes you grave, 
At what you ſmile, my ſenſe wou'd rave; 
While jealous bards by dunces ſtung, 
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Wich verſe provok'd, aveng'd the wrong, 

With an uncommon candour, you 

Such bards more humanely ſubdue: , 

Calm and compos'd, your conſcious ſpirit * 

Can celebrate with praiſe their merit: | | 

Thus yielding conquer ; for ſure nature 3 

Muſt feel ſuch praiſe ſting worſe than fatyr. iþ 
Still am T warm'd to fing your oddneſs, 1 

Your fingularity in goodneſs! | i 


When to the wealthy and the great, 
Adorn'd with honours and eſtate, 
My muſe, forlorn ! has ſent her pray'r; No 
Shunn'd were the accents of deſpair, 
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Till your excited pity ſped her, 

And with collected bi;unties fed her; 
Chear'd her ſad thoughts, like genial ſpring, 
And tun'd once more her voice to ſing. 
Bear then her grateful notes, and be 
Yourſelf her theme and harmony. 
Cou'd ſhe, like yours, exalt her lays, 
Polite artificer of praiſe! 

From the ſweet ſong you'd jealous grow, 
And guard the laurel on your brow. 

If, which I know, theſe facts are true, 

Confeſs, at leaſt, the verſe is new, 

That publickly ſpeaks well of you, 


To the Hon, Colonel D- Ne- BE. 


INC E ſo oft to the great of my favours you 
| boaſt, 
When, you know, you enjoy'd but ſome Kiſſes at 
mon > 
And thoſe, as you ſay, never ought to be ſold, 
For love's too divine, to be barter'd for gold. 
Since this is your maxim, I beg a receipt, 
To know, how without it a lover can eat. 
For tho? the fine heroes, we read in romances, 
Subſiſted whole weeks upon amorous fancies ; 
And yet were fo ſtrong, if thoſe writers ſay true, 


That dragons, and giants, ſome thouſands they 
ſlew; 


Mrs. PILKINGTON. 


Thoſe chiefs were of origin ſurely divine! 
And defeended from Joe, as direct as a line. 
Pur in our corrupted, degenerate days, ; 


e ünd neither herocs, nor lovers, like theſe: 
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ELGIVA TO ED W- 


F yet thy thoughts confeſs their former flame, 
It Eemy's heart ſtill owns E giva's name, 
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In theſe ſad lines, my grief, my paſſion trace, 1 
Tho? tears the mournful numbers half efface: ; | 
Condemn'd in ceaſeleſs abſence to deplore 9 
A wretc hed exile on Ierne's ſhore ; | 
* Edwy, king of that part of England former called l 
Weſſex ; a prince offefſed of the moſt amiable endowments both [- 
of mind and body, but a profeſſed enemy to the church power, | 
fell in love with and married Eigiva, a lady of conſummate | 


beauty aud virtue, nearly related to him, A marriage con- 
tracted under JS; fortunate auſpices, ſeemed to promiſe hap- 
pineſs, not on'y to the royal pair but to the whole kingdom ; 
when ſuddenly their union was diſturbed by the interpoſition 
of Odo, Archbiſhop of Canterbury, a proud and ambitious 
bre.ate, who declared their marriage illegal, by reaſon of || 
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Since that ſad day, that ever fatal hour, 


That made us victims to proud Odo's pow'r, 7 

4 Who dar'd abuſe Religion's ſacred name, X 
And brand with fancied crimes our ſpotleſs fame. B 

Here while I waſte the lone unſocial day, | 0 
Unconquer'd Love exerts his tyrant ſway ; T 

Here buſy Memory paints in glowing hue, A 

The happy ſcenes when life and love were new, N 

E'en now I ſee thee, gaze on all thy charms, * 
And court the phantom to my longing arms. v 
þ Wis My king my hero, riſes to my ſight, J. 
113 youth, in beauty, and in glory bright! \ 
© Thoſe radiant eyes, that thro? their ſilken fence þ 

* Would oft on mine their humid beams diſpenſe; 8 
he auburn locks, that with redundant flow A 

* Wave in ſweet contraſt o'er a front of ſnow; ( 

1 The downy bloom that mantles on thy cheek, 1 
Where Health and Temp'rance diſtinctly ſpeak ; / 

1 The lips whoſe tints out-bluſh the moſs-clad roſe, »” 

1 Whence the ſoft voice in ſounds perſuaſive flows, f 
That voice harmonious, where the graces meet, 

+ Strong as thy ſenſe, and as thy temper ſweet. 

il Canſt thou forget the vows of endleſs truth, 
Liſp'd in our childhood, and confirm'd in youth ? 

their being too near a-kin; and, notwithfanding all the 

efforts of the king to prevent it, ſhe awas marked on the 

forehead with a red-hot iron, branded with the name of an ( 
adultreſs, and baniſhed to Ireland; from whence ſhe is 


0 ih Suppoſed to have written the following letter to hcr huſband. 
She afterwards attempted to make her eſcape into England, 
in order to fly to the king, but ca. ſeized by ſome of Odo's 
party and barbarouſiy murdered, HUME, 
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No ſenſual, low, inelegant deſire, 

It's droſs e&er mingled with our ſacred fire: 
Nor care, nor ſtrife, nor jealouſy we knew, 

But wing'd with bliſs the tender moments flew. 
O day of rapture! when my willing hand 

To thine was yielded at a fire's command; 
And witneſs every power that guides the heart, 
No joy to me could royalty impart, | 

My unambitious mind, engroſs'd by thee, 
With careleſs eye view'd regal pageantry : 

In thee was center'd all that bliſſes life; 

More than thy queen, Elgiva was thy wife! 


Ah! little thought we that the nuptial bands, 


Should ſoon be rent by ſacrilegious hands; 
And fondly dream'd, from all but death ſecure, 
Oar loves as long as beings ſhould endure ; 


But Odo comes ! diſſolves the heaven-roll'd vow, 


And ſtamps diſhonour on my matron brow ; 
Drags me expiring from thy warm embrace, 
An exil'd outcaſt from the human race. 
Throbs there a heart with hopeleſs love like mine, 
Torn from a youth whoſe merit equals thine ? 
She, only ſhe, by kindred pangs can tell, 
The death-like anguiſh of our laſt farewel. 
Religion ! faireſt daughter of the ſkies, 
Guide and protectreſs of the good and wile ; 
'Thy tenets only would mankind obey, 
Chear'd and illum'd by Truth's unerring ray, 
Curs'd ſuperſtition ſhould no longer reign, 
But thou and Reaſon equal rule maintain ; 
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From prieſtly power unite to ſnatch the rod, 
And vindicate the injur'd laws of God. 

Then cloiſter'd Beauty would no longer mourn, 
From each endearing tie, untimely torn ; 

No longer modes of faith divide the world, 

Nor Perſecution's banners be unfurl'd. 

A widow'd bed I then might ne'er have known, 
Nor wept my Edwy's kindred blood to own. 
But thee, my love, may every bleſſing wait; 
Still be renown'd, be happy and be great! 
Soon may a Te bride ſupply my place, 

And give increaſe to thy imperial race! 
—PDittracting thought! another ſhare thy love! 
The killing image from my ſoul remove. 

In vain I ſtrive my tortur'd heart to ſteal, 

I love as woman, and as woman feel. 

In vain thy wite that title would refign, 

Since honour's laws muſt {till preferve thee mine. 
Each with abſtiacted, then, I ceaſe to prove, 
And fink again the willing ſlave of love; 

Feel every ſenſe in floods of fondneſs loſt, 

By doubts divided, and by paſſion toſs'd. 

Ah ! little think the herd that envy kings, 
The train of ills that purple greatneſs brings; 
Their broken flumbers, their unquiet days, 
Their fear of faction, and their thirſt of praiſe; 
Compell'd each ſoft affection to refign, 

A painful offering, at ambition's ſhrine ! 
Sweet Mediocrity! to thee alone, 

Virtue and happineſs are truly known. 

With thee the-youth whoſe choice elects abride, 
Grows old in pleafures by her faithful fide, 
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Mrs. HAMPDEN PYE. 
The ſummers walk, the winter's chearful fire, 
The ſure fruition of each calm defire, 

Bids life glide on, one ſcene of mild repoſe. 

Till death, without a pang, their eyelids cloſe, 

Had we been born to know this bliſsful ſtate, 
Thy lot was humble as thy ſoul is great; 

And J diftingui{h'd by thy love alone, 

Unenvied happineſs had been our own. 

But now O! ſad reverſe my tears a prey, 

Hope, even hope! denies her charming ray : 
For fill when fleep would yield a ſhort relief, 

And worn out nature grant a pauſe to grief, 
Some dreadful viſion ever haunts my ſoul, 

Storms ſeem to riſe, and burſting thunders roll. 
The winds unchain'd, o'er troubled oceans ſweep, 
And tenfold horrors vex the foaming deep, 

Yet to rejoin my love, my ſteps I guide, 

And fearleſs ſeck to climb the veſſel's fide. 
Sudden I'm ſeiz'd; a rutban band appears, 

Deaf to my cries, regardleſs of my tears : 

Their ſavage hands my trembling limbs diſgrace, 

And my once flatter'd features all deface ; 

Een from his manſion drive my boſom's lord, 

And rend the ſhrine where Edwy is ador'd! 

But tho' prophetick dreams my fate foretel, 
Tho? coward fears in this weak heart rebel, 
Love ſtill prevails, and bids me urge my flight, 
To meet the threaten'd ſtroke in Edwy's fight, 
Ill can that prince his people's rights protect, 
Who tamely yields his own with cold neglect, 
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Then haſte, my king, recal thy injur'd wife, 
Or take (I prize it not) my forfeit life: 

For death can ſure no terrors wear to me, 
Who more than life have loſt, in loſing thee, 
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SARL WAELTER. 


ARL Walter ſtrok'd his milk-white ſteed ; 
L His heart with courage beat; 
When, lo! a damſel— matchlefs fair! 
Fell proſtrate at his feet, 
© Behold,” ſhe cried, a ruin'd maid, 
* The victim of thy love! 
And let thine Ellen's once-prais'd form 
© Thy tender pity move! 


© The dreaded time draws on apace, 
That mult reveal my ſhame ; 

© And can Earl Walter, then, conſent 
To Murder Ellen's fame? 


Ah, wretched infant! doom'd to woe 
Before thy natal hour! 

| © Diſgrace muſt be thy portion here, 

* Wrong'd Ellen's only dower !? 


The gallant youth was inly mov'd, Ry 
But coldly thus replied— 
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© The cure that love perhaps diſclaims, - 
My juſtice ſhall provide, 


From north to ſouth extended wide, 
With fields and paſtures fair, 

« Thoſe plains to thee I freely give, 

Beſtow them on thy heir.“ 


By me,“ ſhe cried, * more highly priz'd, 
One kiſs of that dear mouth, 

That all thy rich and fertile plains 
« Extending north and ſouth, 


One glance of thoſe deluding eyes 
More rapture can beſtow, 


Than ſhould our monarch quit his throne, | 
And that to me forego.” | 


No more, fair Ellen!“ cries the Earl; 
] can no longer ſtay ! 

For northward muſt I bend my courſe, 
There lies my deſtin'd way.“ 


With thee, Earl Walter, let me go, 
* Thy handmaid will I be; 

All perils I with joy can brave, 
© That much-loy'd face to ſee,” 


{Raſh Ellen! doſt thou know the terms 
On which alone thou goeſt ? 

{To drop each ſoft alluring grace, 
Thy ſex's pride and boaſt, 
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© Thoſe auburn locks to cut away, 
« To caſt thy woman's weed; 
© All day to follow as my page, 
Al night to tend my ſteed.“ 


Her auburn locks ſhe cut away, 
She caſt her woman's weed ; 
All day the follow*d'as his page, 
Each night ſhe fed his ſteed. 


At length, a rapid ſtream they find; 
Which when Earl Walter, view'd, 

© Thou canſt not, Ellen, follow here 
He ſpoke and paſs'dthe flood. 


But love: than danger ſtronger far, 
Her timid heart upbore; 

She ruſh'd at once amid the waves, 
And reach'd the farther ſhore. 
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But ſtill the Earl his purpoſe kept, 
No pity he confeſs'd; 

Tho' ſtrong fatigue, and anxious care, 
The damſcl ſore oppreſs'd. 


Thy languid eye-lids, Ellen, raiſe, 
And view yon princely bower; 
There pleaſure holds his revel reign, 
And marks each paſſing hour, 


There dwells a maid more fair than morn, 
Than ſummer ſuns more bright; 
That maiden is my plighted love, 

My joy and ſole delight.“ 
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+ Sad Ellen mildly anſwer'd thus; 
May every bliſs betide ! 


And ſtill ænereaſing rapture wait 
Earl Walter and his bride !? 


The princely bower they enter ſoon, _ ; 
And hail the glittering train ; 

Earl Walter courts each lovely nymph, 
Nor heeds his Ellen's pain, 


His ſiſter with ſuperior grace 
Shone far above the reſt; 

Who, when ſhe Ellen's form ſurvey'd, 
Her wonder thus expreſs'd. 


6 Ah! whence, my brother, is thy page ? 
How heavenly fair his face! 

What pity that his ſize uncouth 

Such beauty ſhould diſgrace ! 8 


But let the boy on me attend; 

In my apartment wait; 
s My care ſhall ſooth his ven mind, 
And mend his preſent ſtate,” 


Too great for him that honour were; 
A youth of low degree; 

* Enough, diſtinguiſh'd as my page, 

On foot to follow me.“ | 


© Now midnight cloſing ev'ry eye, 

© Left Ellen free to we-p ; 
But with the morn the Earl aroſe, 
is And broke the bands of ſleep. 


120 Mrs. HAMPDEN PVE. 
Awake! awake! thou ſlothful pags; 
6 *Tis dawn of breaking day ; 


Bring forth in haſt my Nee ſteed, 
© I muſt from hence away.“ 


But ere her lord could be obey'd, 
Uncall'd, Lucina came; 
And to ſad Ellen's other woes 
She adds a mother's name. 


Now burſt their way the heart-felt groans, 
Now falls the trickling tear : | 

Till thro? the high-reſounding dome 
They reach Earl Walter's ear, 


With eager ſteps he ſought the place, 
Then made a fearful pauſe : 

While broken accents, breath'd in * 
Reveal the fatal cauſe. 
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© Lie till, thou pledge of hapleſs love, 
Lie ſtill my infant dear! 

I would thy father were a king, 
Thy mother on a bier ?? 


Enough had now the lover heard ; 
He claſps her in his arms: 

* Look up, my miſtreſs, friend and wife ; 
Revive thy drooping charms, 


Thy tryal now is fairly paſt, 
Thou firſt of woman-kind ! 


—— — — — 


Mrs. HAMPDEN PYE 1 
© Thy form, tho' caſt in beauty's mould, 
« Enfſhrines a hero's mind.“ 


And doſt thou know at length my heart? 
Then have I well been tried! 

only liv'd to prove my faith 

- Sheegraſp'd his hand, and died. 
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On a ſu ppoſed Slight from a Friend. 


By Mis ROBERTS. 


| HOU great Director of the ſoul, 
Who firſt to being call'd me forth; 
Teach me my paſſions to controul, 

Nor let my natvre loſe it's worth. 


Bred in Adverſity's ſad ſchool, 
My deareſt withes ever croſs'd; 
Cannot I yet thoſe tumults rule, 
Which make theſe dear-bought leſſons loſt ? 


Alas! by various evils torn, | 
How is my anxious mind diſtreſs'd ! 

The paſt with ſecret tears I mourn ; 
The preſent ſeldom gives me reſt. 


To future proſpects if I fly, 

Ah, me! what hopes can they beftow ? 
Can flattering Fancy cheat the eye, 

With aught but lengthen'd ſcenes of woe? 


In early bloom, in life's firſt prime, 
To Love and Friendſhip ſtill inelin'd; 
With lively hopes I look'd through time, 
Romantic pleaſures fill'd my mind. 
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126 Mis ROBERTS. 
But now, alas! thoſe phantoms fled, 
By youth's light hand ſo gaily dreſs'd; 


My worn-out mind, to Love grown dead, 


I thought myſelf in Friendſhip bleſs'd. 1 
But diſappointments ſtill attend Fic 
The mind to earth-born pleaſures prone : | ( 
Look up, my foul, behold thy friend, Ho 
And bend before his awful throne. , 


© Father ador'd, incline thine ear Oh 
* To her, whoſe heaxt afflictions preſs ; | J 
* Whoſe mind, tho? weak, thou know'ſt fincere : To 
Oh! calm, and make her feelings leſs ! - 
© Lend me, O gracious God ! thine aid ; Thi 
Vouchſafe to rectify my heart: 5 8 
© Thy goodneſs, on thy work diſplay'd, ” 


* Will lead me to the better part !? 


EFFUSIONS of MELANCHOLY. 


HE filent tear, that ſteals adown the cheek ; 
The heart-feit ſigh, that heaves and is ſuppreſs'd ; 
Theſe figns the anguiſh of the mind beſpeak, 

And ſhew the ſorrow lab'ring in my breaſt. 


At times, before my ſad deluded eye 
Some dancing gleams of flatt*ring hope appear; 

But ſoon the airy viſions diſtant fly, 
Thoſe tranfient phantoms, chac'd by black Deſpair 


Mis ROBERTS. 1% 


That gloomy tyrant now reſumes his ſeat, 
O'er my fad ſoul extends his racking ſway ; 
Obedient to his will my pulſes beat, 
And meet with riſing grief each new-born day. 
Fictitious ſmiles, that dimple o'er my face, 
(Light covering of a heart with woe replete !) 
How oft the ſtarting tears your charms deface |! 
And fighs, half ſmother'd, tell the vain deceit. 


Oh! could my feeling ſoul, from earth refin'd, 
Reach the bright manſions of eternal reſt; 

To Heaven each ſublunary wiſh refign'd; 
No more ſhould patlions ſwell this beating breaſt ! 


Theſe eyes, from whence the briny ſtreams have flow'd, 
Oft for my own, and oft for others ill; 

Their ſtock exhauſted, ſpent their wat'ry load, 

Crumbled in duſt, no more ſhould tears diſtill! 
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By Mw. R G W N 


H! lead me to ſome ſolitary gloom, 
Where no enliv'ning beams, nor chearful echoes 
| come ; | | 
But filent all, and duſky let it be, 
Remote and unfrequented, but by me; 
Myſterious, cloſe, and ſullen as that grief, 
Which leads me to that covert for relieſ. 
Far ſrom the buſy world's deteſted noiſe, 
Its wretched pleaſures, and diſtracted joys ; 
F ar from the jolly fools, who laugh and play, 
A nd dance, and fing, impertinently gay, 
Their ſhort, ineſtimable hours away; 
Far from the ſtudious follies of the great, 
The tireſome farce of ceremenious ſtate : 
There, in a melting, ſolemn, dying ſtrain, 
Let me all day upon my lyre complain, 
And wind up all its ſoft, harmonious ſtrings, 
To noble, ſerious, melancholy things. FE 
And let no human foot, but mine, e'er trace 
The cloſe receſſes of the ſacred place: 
Nor let a bird of chearful note come near, 
To whiſper out his airy raptures here. 
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Z * DO WE. 
Only the penſive ſong ſtreſs of the grove, 
Let her, by mine, her mournful notes improve; 
While drooping winds among the branches figh, 
And fluggiſh waters heavily roll by, 

Here, to my fatal ſorrows let me give 

The ſhort remaining hours I have to live. 

Then with a e deep-fetch*d-groan expire, 
And to the grave's dark ſolitude retire. 


On the DEATH of 


Mr. THOMAS ROWE. 


N what ſoft baus ſhall my 3 get free, 
My dear Alexis, when I talk of thee 
Ye Muſes, Graces, all ye gentle train 
Of weeping loves, aſſiſt the penſi ve ſtrain! 
But why ſhould I implore your moving art ? 
*Tis but to ſpeak the dictates of my heart, 
And all that knew the charming youth will join 
Their friendly ſighs, and pious tears to mine: 
For all that knew his merit muſt confels, 
In grief for him there can be no exceſs. | 
His foul was form'd to act each glorious part 
Of life, unſtain'd with vanity or art. 
No thought within his gen'rous mind had birth, 
But what he might have own'd to heay*n and carth, 
Practis'd by him, each virtue grew more bright, 
And ſhone wich more than its own native light. 


* 


Mrs. R O W E. 133 
Whatever noble warmth could recommend 
The juſt, the active, and the conſtant friend, 
Was all his own but, oh! a dearer name, 
And ſofter ties my endleſs ſorrows claim; 
Loſt in deſpair, diſtracted, and forlorn, 
The lover I, and tender huſband mourn, 
Whate'er to ſuch ſuperior worth was due, 
Whate'er exceſs the fondeſt paſſions knew, 
felt for thee, dear youth; my joy, my care, 
My pray*rs themſelves were thine, and only where 
Thou waſt concern'd, my virtue was ſincere. 
Whene'er I begg'd for bleſſings on thy head, 
Nothing was cold, or formal, that I faid ; 
My warmeſt vows to heav'n were made for thee, 
And love ſill mingled with my piety. | 
O thou waſt all my glory, all my pride! 
Through life's uncertain paths, my conſtant guide: 
P Regardleſs of the world to gain thy praiſe, 
Was all that could my juſt ambition raiſe. - 
Why has my heart this fond engagement known? 
Or why has heav'n diſſolv'd the tie fo ſoon ? : 
Why was the charming youth ſo form'd to move 2 
Or why was all my ſoul ſo turn'd for love? 
But virtue here a vain defence had made, 
Where ſo much worth and eloquence could plead, 
For he could talk *twas ecſtacy to hear, 
"Twas joy, *twas harmony to ev'ry ear! 
Eternal muſic dwelt upon his tongue, 
Soft and tranſporting as the muſe's ſons: 
Liſt'ning to him, my cares were charm'd to reſt, 
And love, and filent rapture fill'd my breaſt ; 
Vol i NM 
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VUnheeded the gay moments took their flight, 
And time was only meaſur'd by delight. 
I hear the lov'd, the melting accents ill, 
And ſtill the kind, the tender tranſport feel: 
Again I ſee the ſprightly paſſions riſe, 
And life and pleaſure ſparkle in his eyes, 
My fancy paints him now with ev'ry grace, 
But, ah! the dear deluſion mocks my fond embrace ; ; 
The ſmiling viſion takes its haſty flight, 
And ſcenes of horror ſwim before my fight. 
Grief and deſpair 1n all their terrors riſe, 
A dying lover pale and gaſping lies; ; 
Each diſmal circumſtance appears in view, 
The fatal object is for ever new: 
His anguiſh, with the quickeſt ſenſe I feel, 
And hear this fad, this moving language ſtill, 

My deareit wife! my laſt, my fondeſt care! 
Sure heav'n for thee will hear a dying pray'r: 
Be thon the charge of ſacred Providence, 
When J am gone, be that thy kind defence; 
Ten thouſand ſmiling bleſſings crown thy head, 
When I am cold, and number'd with the dead. 
Think on thy vows, be to my mem'ry juſt, 
My future fame and honour are thy truſt | 
From all engagements here I now am free. 
But that which keeps my ling'ring ſoul with thee, 
How much I love, thy bleeding heart can tell, 
Which does, like mine, the pangs of parting feel: 
But haſte to meet me on thoſe happy plains, 
Where mighty love in endleſs triumph reigns. 
| He ceas'd; then gently yielded up his breath, 
And fell a blooming facrifice to death: 
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Yet, gentle ſhade, whether thou now doſt rove 


One moment liſten to my grief, and take 


That ſacred paſſion I to thee confine, | 
My ſpotleſs faith ſhall be tor ever thine, W | 


nk KF OW EL 136 
But, oh! what words, what numbers can expreſs, 
What thought conceive the height of my diſtreſs ? 


Why did they tear me from thy breathleſs clay ? 
I ſhould have ſtaid, and wept my life away. 


Through ſome bleſt vale, or ever verdant grove ; 


The ſofteſt vows that conſtant love can make. 
For thee all thoughts of pleaſure. I forego, 
For thee my tears ſhall never ceaſe to flow ; _ 
For thee at once I from the world retire, =. b\ 
To feed, in filent ſhades, a hopeleis fire. | I 
My boſom all thy image ſhall retain, o 
The full impreſſion there ſhall ſtill remain, ; 1 
As thou haſt taught my conſtant heart to prove i 
The nobleſt height and elegance of love; 
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NOTHING NEW. 


A VAUNT miſtruſt, be gone pale fear, 
Nor whiſper horrors in mine ear; 
Why ſhould I rack my thoughts in vain, 
Or give myſelf a moment's pain, 
Leſt criticks ; (if my works they view ;) 
Should gravely ſay, here's Nothing New. 
*Tis Nothing New, I'm ſure you know, 
For thoſe who write, their works to ſhow, 
And if they're prais'd, and render'd vain, 
Tis ten to one they write again; 
And then they read it o'er with care, - 
Correcting here and adding there; 
But others works they never view; 
So judge the thought their own—"tis true, 
In ſuch miſtakes there's Nothing new. 
And as I've heard, 'tis Nothing new, 
For thofe who love fincere and true, 
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ww Mo. SAVAGE 
To fill their heads with grief and pain, 
For fear they are not lov'd again ; 


And ſtories and experience tell us,” 


That men grow cold, and women Jealous ; 
And many a lad and laſs, tis ſaid, _ 
A jeſt of love, and vows have made ; 
And love that's falſe, and love that's true, 
Appear ſo like in every view, 
That to miſtake them's Nothing New. 
That merit oft ſhould be diſtreſs'd, 
And wit, and impudence careſs'd ; 
That diſappointment, ſhould produce 
Much diſreſpe&t, and ſome abuſe ; 
That thoſe who riſe on fortune's wheel, 
The power of vanity ſhould feel, 
And think that riches are their due, 
Becauſe ambition was their view, 
Are ſure miſtakes—but Nothing New. 
That many a man's a ſlave to pride; 
And pity oft is miſapply'd ; 
That real friends are ſeldom found ; 
Nor does religion much abound ; 
That people often read for faſhion ; 
And men of genius oft ſhew paſſion ; 
That laws are good when rightly pong 
And juſtice oft is much abus*'d; 
Are facts, my friend, moſt ſtrictly true: 
But yet alas! they're Nothing New. 
And long before our time, *tis ſaid, 
When Solomon had life ſurvey'd, 
This ſentence he pronounc'd as true ; 
Throughout the world there's Nothing News 


Mrs. 


$5 V A &'E 


Letter to Miſs E. B. at B AT He 


O doggrel now, Iturn my pen, | 
A time may come, (but lord knows when) 
That I may try to think again. 
At preſent in my brain there floats, 
A thouſand party-colour'd motes 
From which, if time would but permit, 
I might ſift out, ſome ſparks of wit; 
And many a line in verſe, and proſe, 
Are loſt, whilſt half a ſleep I doze. 
My * pineal gland, could you but view 
You'd ſcarce believe, your eyes ſee true: 
There's ſuch a jumble; good, and bad, 
All forts of thoughts, may there be had 
Like brokers ſhop; where we may find, 
Goods that belong'd to half mankind ; 
Which ſhould the maſter dare produce, 
Are little worth, and out of uſe ; 
And joy would ſparkle in his face, 
Could he put better in their place. 
Thus oft, from ſhop of brain, I try, 
To throw the dirt and rubbiſh by; 
But ſtill they gain, their former ſtate, 
Or leave a vacuum, in the pate. 


* See the Speckator No. 27 5, the Diſſefion of a Beau's Hee? 
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- And plagu'd Iam, againſt my mind, 
With thoughts, by far, too much refin'd ; 
That preach a doctrine, out of faſhion, 
Of tender love, and inclination ; 

Which fancy, e'er our youth is paſt, 
Vainly concludes, will always laſt ; 

In words, and geſtures, ſtill the ſame, _ 
As when they both were nymph and ſwain, 

Then ſkims acroſs my rambling head, ; 

Thoughts of the abſent and the dead; 
Of what's to eat, and what's to drink; 
Of childrens welfare then I think ; 

Next wonder, if you've read; 
Then wiſh to get by twelve to bed; 
Declare, no more at home I'll ſtay; 
Was Garrick here, I'd to the play: | 
Then why not go to church they'd ſay ;. 
I don't pretend myſelf to know, 

But ſure religion 1s but ſhow : 

What the good ſaint, did erſt declare, 
That we ſhould always be at prayer, 
Was never meant that we ſhould be, 

For ever on our bended knee : 

And tho” I have not time to read, 

Or ſay at church my mother creed; 

A ſigh fincere, may wing its way; 
Tho' round the room the cat's at play. 

Thus far, as ſample I produce, 

To ſhew my head's of little ule ; 

Till rouz'd to a more active ſcene, 

I throw aſide this waking dream; 
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And laying idle ſchemes apart, 
Set hand to plough with all my heart ; 
And only ſnatch an hour to prove, 
I till am yours, in friendly love; 
And with ſincerely you may find, 
Your pleaſure and your health {till join'd: 
And if you come to town to ſtay, | 
Defire you'll paſs with ine one day; 
And pray don't fail to write a line, 
In anſwer to this ſcrawl of mine, 
Which (ſtranger to your dwelling place) 
[ mean ſhall bar of pump room grace. 
Or! ſhould it fail to reach your hand, 
And there a publick victim ſtand, 
What food for laughter, I ſhould be, 
To thoſe who nothing know of me; 
But let that prove as 1t may hap ; 
I'm now inclin'd to take a nap ; 
Adieu my friend — ev'ry ſtate, 
May eaſe, and plenty be thy fate. 
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Letter to my Friend, E. B. 


O longer my friend will I filent remain, 
In hopes of a brilliant poetical ſtrain ; 
But free from controul, my pen thall diſplay, 
The thought of the inſtant, or ſerious, or gay; 
If amuſing *tis well-—if ſower I grow, 

Tis an eaſterly wind or a pain in my toe. 
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No matter the cauſe whence reflections ariſe, 
*Tis the ſorting his thoughts—that makes the man wiſe j 
A work which while young, hardly ever goes faſt, 
For of faculties, (ſure) we uſe judgment the laſt ; 
Wir in vain inay refine, and learning diſplay, 
Without judgment aſſiſts, to clear trifles away; 
You'll expect me (perhaps) to define what I ſay ; 
To lay down a rule that may point out the way, 
By which to acquire—or at leaſt to be clear, 
When our judgment's arrived or begins to draw near; 
But miſtake not my friend that taſk is too hard; 
Let each look till they find—and be that the reward, 
But alas! I talk wildly—for true as the day, 
You muſt not depend on one word that I ſay; 
For Ialways have fancy'd that people ſhould ſtay 
For things that are fine, *ull they'd money to pay. 
That huſbands, and wives, untrue to their vow, 
Muſt expect to be look'd at—T cannot tell how, 
That girls, if the name of old maiden they fear'd, 
Should ſeldom be ſeen—and never be heard. 
That wives ſhould attend to houſhold affairs, 
Their children improve and teach'em their prayers. 
That not only expence, but the loſs of our time, 
Makes purſuit, of diverſions, ſo often a crime. 
'That each ſhould conſider, to what they were bred, 
Nor aim on the heels of their betters to tread. 

But alack! my deas girl, I'm quite out of the line, 
For all the world now, are ſo ſpruce and ſo fine, 
That when e'er I go out—I vow I'm afraid, 

Leſt inſtead of the miſtreſs—T ſpeak to the maid. 

You will hardly believe—but indeed it is trus 
The ous of London have nothing to do: 


—— * ——ů — . — 2 — a 
— L — * 2 * n 
9 OE 3 88 
— 
$ — — 2; re dr 


. AS 
— 2 
2 
Ti mr 
* A 4 


— 
2 8225 
— — — 4 
r 8 X RY 2 a e —. * 2 
1 * 8 3 My 2 
DYE * "7 I <2 £% — 2 


5 


42 


* 
3 — — — 


— — 
— —— — 2 — 
— — = — — N 


_ . nenns —— — 
— pg mx a7 > — — — — — 5 
——— — — — EY : - 4 
— — _ - > —_— — H(—'2 
= Fo 5X — — —— 2 5, 
— 5 — — 4 - 
7 —— a D — — 9 — — 
= = = - — S—=2 = — — 5 = = 
12 a 7 22 — 2 1 * TT I == IS — = - _ 
- — . — — * — * Is = - — = =———_— — — 
. Jana I bp * — CD = 7 Pepe 3 g 2 SE 8 == — - 3 2 —— 
* VE BS 0 = —. — — 
= _—_— = A "6 the _ > : . * 8 ys 1 
—* 2 — 2 = =z * 2 8 -B = — . So = — A =y * 8 — 2 22 - 2 
an —— OX > > - 


3 jms. ns 
—— 
— 


. ²˙—l—— 3 
I ne. — 0 


e ar — 2 * — — — = — — 
OR — — — On 4 


— 
— — FF 

We * ITE AE 
- * a 
— 


„ — CS 
— — — 
. 
... ˙ 
— — =p: 
5 — — 


* 


_ 
1 2 = — 
— + 
_— 


—— —— 
—— 
— 1 f = p 
— — — — 
7 — = 
- "4 - £2 
— — £ 
— 


iſe; 


S. 


Mn SAVAGE w 

No buſineſs I mean—for morning, and night, | 
All the world's to be met with, at every fine ſight. 

By the world, you muſt know, you are not to ſuppoſe 
Such people as I whom nobody knows ; 1 
But the truly polite—who are bleſt with ſuch eaſe, 
They may marry—unmarry—and do what they pleaſe ; 
Provided, that all be tranſacted with ſpirit ; 
For wit and vivacity, conſtitute merit. 

You remember (no doubt) the dear joys of fifteen, 
How you flaunted, and dreſſed, and lov'd to be ſeen 
Oh! had you been taught, as you ought to have been; 


You ſtill might have flaunted, and paſs'd for fifteen ; 


For among the gay world, we never are told, 


Of a male or a female that ever grows old. 


No doubt they ſome method have hit on at laſt, 
To keep father Time from trotting ſo faſt ; - 
Or elſe to the mill, they in private retire, 
There they throw off their years—as we our attire, 
And I'm tempted to think, (tho' they won't make it 
known, 
They muſt have found out'the philoſopher's ſtone ; 
For money's ſo plenty, that every day, 
From morning to night, they throw it away. 
Dear heart - 
How 1 ſigh, when I think of theſe things ; - 
How oft have we thought that ricucs had wings; 
That time gallop'd Fiſt and for no one would ſtay, 
And that death was a debt, we muſt certainiy pay. 
What a pity it is, we gere not better bred, 


And ſuch ſtrange muſty notions, beat out of our head; 
Vor, II. 
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For now I'm afraid, its too late in. the day; 

?Twill ſurpaſs our beſt ſkill, to drive them away. 

But ſhould you dear friend, have the luck to attain 
The art of recalling your youth back again; 
With a way to ſupply us a plenty of gold, 

I beg with all ſpeed you'll the ſecret unfold : 

We would. quickly convince n. the fault was not 
ours, 5 

Let them give us the chance; I know we have powers 
We'd join the gay throng, and redeem our time paſt, 
And part of the world be reckon'd at laſt ; 

Nor ſhould I have cauſe, in verſe or in proſe, 

To ſubſcribe myſelf, 

One whom no body knows, 
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LOSE by a wood, which grac'd a hill, 
A Whoſe foot was water'd by a rill ; 
Where the ſpread beech, and reverend oak, 
Had never felt the axe's ſtroke; - 

Where ſafe beſide their friendly ſhade, 
The humbler hazel rears its head,; 

And kindly yields a rich repaſt, 

To break the ſquirrels winter faſt ; 

Where lovly creeping o'er the ground, 

The native ſtrawberry is found; 

And many a root, and many a F eed, 

Which the ſylvan tribe may feed; 
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Where woodbines ſweet ſpontaneous rove, 


And blooming hawthorns edge the grove; 


With various flowers of lovely hue, 


Which bloom and dye, conceal'd from view; 


Where ſafe from harm the feather'd throng, 


Melodious warble forth their ſong; 
Retir'd from cuſtom's galling chain, 
Unvex'd with all the cares of gain; 
A Sage recluſe, almoſt forgot, 


Liv'd in a neat but homely cot; 
His temper mild, his ſenſe was ſtrong, 


His judgment ſound, experience long ; 
His joys were calm, by reaſon led, 

No wiſhes vain e'er fill'd his head; 
Free from remorſe, free from diſguſt, 
In virtue's pow'r he plac'd his truſt ; 
With learned books his ſhelf was ſtor'd 
And fimple plenty deck'd his board. 
His meals were ſhort, his hunger ſauce, 
And but for health he took his glaſs, 

To crown his bliſs with ſocial life, 
Heav'n gave a chaſte, a loving wife, 
Poſleſt of ſenſe his joys to ſhare, 

A faithful female. wiſe and fair ! 
Their hours, their days, contented flew, 
Nor envy, nor ambition knew.“ 

It hap'd one eve, (*twas ſomewhat late ;) 
They heard a trampling at their gate, 
And murm'ring voices ſtruck the ear, 
Which ſpoke, a multitude was near. 

5 N 2 


77 8 Ne 2 8 q he * 
—— P — — 
8 IG D — — — — K ts — Ez = 
— . 


— 
2 — — 
OY PAs 


mY 


po 
D068 rae SOD 
— — — 


- — — — — 
ee” „2 
— —— 


— — — — — 


— 


- = * 
3 LEI —- * dn. - 
\ £ > — ** 3 . 2 — —_— 
- << — 5 4 * " ” = "- * * F « 5 — 
— —̃— _ - 2 — 2 = — So ——- 
— — — . — — — ISIS on —_ rh — — — = — — — — 
— — g * == = FEES — - he —̃ — r —— . — — — —— 
— — PB 5 2 > F : - * rr Sy 6 „ = - — — 
= — — = =3 the - 2 N = 1 2 — — 2 
——— — - : : — < 8 — — — 2 
A — * — —_—_— = — — — — = 
* — 2 2 . p , D . — * p 2 art. = — — __ 2 — = 
> 8 = 4 — 1 — E > ——_— — — — — — — 2 2 — —— — — >" == — * 2 — 
— — p 2 yn —_— 2 — 2 1 — —— — 8 2 2 Se — * * — — — — — — — — 
— = — | —— hn = Fo. Eee, wes — „ —32 _ — 2 3 — 
—— ES. — — : — * ag. r 6 — 3 - : 1 = : 
5 k 2 = TE <= —— 2 7 TE g —— S wo —— -M > — — —— — 
. - — N — — . - = —_— - — > > - = : l r — "= —_- 7 n 
—— 2 836 2 - — = * - — * - — : : — 7 F . 4 - _ — = = _ 
TE r 2 3 = EX. 2 2 - --F £ =— = — _E 3 8 OO IPEENE: hs = 1 5 — = - 
— —— = = * 2 33 . ng" * 82 W ” n Ja BEI. Dy — 
* — = 2 ER YES TS — ; 2 3 . EE SES <4 ING IEEE 2 a 2 dot 
— —— — eee ” 


oo — - <a 
= 
= — — 
— — — 


— 
— 


— — — 


— — 


2 » 
——8 5 
— 


_ ——— — — 
== — — — — — 
— == — 


E 1 
mi = == = 2 — 
5 = 
— »— 
— — — 
32K —— 
E 
* — * * 
— A 6 = — II 
r 36 -E 8 


Ms S8 X 1 


*Twas fortune's ſelf who led the van, 
Gave a loud rap ;—and thus began; 
Stay not, but ope the door: — ' Tis I: 
vou? ho are you? 
Open the door, again ſhe ſaid, 
For my commands muſt be obey'd. 
The ſage unmov'd no notice took, 

But turn'd attentive to his book; 
How's this? faid ſhe, not ope the door, 
To fortune, when ſhe proffers ſtore? 
To me who us'd to adulation, 

Am goddeſs deem'd of every nation ? 
What ? not to fortune lodging give, 
Whom all with open arms receive ? 

I know you not ?—returns the ſage, 
At this the dame began to rage ; 
Defend my life! if e'er I knew, 

A wight ſo obſtinate as you; | 
Full ſure I've reaſon for complaint, 5 
To be refus'd? 'twould vex a ſaint; 

It nought avail'd the ſage reply'd, 

My mind is fix'd, you're here deny'd; 
Beſides my cot's ſo very ſmall, 

I could not lodge you, train and all. 

Well then, ſaid ſhe, in milder ſtrain, 

At leaſt make room for half my train. 
With ſteady voice once more ſaid he, 

You no admittance gain from me ; 

She ſoft reply'd, pray ſlay my friend, 

You ſurely will compaſſion lend, 

To a diſtreſs*d dejected maid, 

Who, ſtarv'd with cold, implores your aid; 


was the reply: 
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Ms. SAVAGE 
For Pomp permit me to intreat, 
Who fainting hes beneath my feet ; 
Heres Grandeur too, quite weary grown, 
And Honour making piteous moan ; 
Poor Glory, Pow'r, and Wealth are here, 
From your neglect in deep deſpair ; 
All theſe attendant on my ſtate, 
Intreat an entrance at your gate ; 
Atleaſt, not every one refuſe, 
| Take half, or which ſo e'er you chuſe ; 
The night is cold, they're fick at heart, 
Your pity ſure will take their part, 
I'm ſorry for their pains he ſaid, 
But have not pow'r to give them aid. 
At leaſt ſaid ſhe I muſt require, 
You'll find a lodging for Defire ; 
However ſmall your cot may be, 
There's room enough for her and thee, 
Begone from hence, he ſternly ſaid, 
And with thee take thy proffer'd maid: 
No gueſt like her, I entertain, 
To bring remorſe, diſguſt and pain; 
One only bed ſupplies my cot, 
And that to Hymen I allot. 
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UPPOSE a female young, and fair, 
Well vers'd in every country air: 
Her face well known, in publick places, 
Her ſtudy, dreſs, and cards, and graces > 

A beauty, in each circle deem'd, 

A critic, in Bon Ton eſteem'd: 

\W hoſe days in diffipation flew, 

(And art, made diſſipation new.) 
Whoſe mornings, exhibitions ſhare, 
Or any ſights, polite and rare: 

A wit at every maſquerade, 

And of a frolick not afraid : 

(For ſurely none but prudes will ſay, 


That females ne'er with males ſhould play :) 


But ſatire ſpare ſhe knew the law, 
And kept her virtue free from flaw : 

At night all publick Places o'er, 

With a ſmall party, half a ſcore : 

A ſober game at loo ſhe'd play; 

Looſe a cool hundred, and away : 

And thus conclude a modiſh day. 

_ Suppoſe this ſomething like the line, 
In which our modern females ſhine, 


* 


Then think what pangs muſt wreck the heart. 
Of ſweet Miſs Faſhion fore'd to part 

With all the joys that life can give; 

(For who remov'd from town can live.) 

Fix'd in a lonely country ſeat, 


Fit for a hermit's calm retreat; 


Condemn'd with dear mamma to ſtay, 
And now and then a viſit pay. 
To Miſtreſs Prim, the Parſon's wife, - 
And hear her huſband's rules for life ; 
To church on Sunday's, conſtant go, 
Where lads and laſſes in a row, . Z 
Dreſt in their beſt apparel ſtand, 
(To ſhow reſpect,) on either hand: 
Plac'd in the pew, ſhe rolls her eye, 
But not one ſingle Smart can ſpy : 
A frown ſhe gives and turns away, 
And in a pet—begins to pray. 
Sometimes with neighbouring *ſquire they dine, 
On veniſon paſty or ſurloin : 
Where o'er dull port, they praiſe the chai 
And bett which horſe will win the race: . 
And John the farmer tells, how hay 
Is like to ſell next market day: 2 
And madam talks of pyes and brats, 
And of her ducklings—k1lPd by rats: 
Enquires for faſhions out of date, 
And ſtares at Miſs's lofty tete. 
At home ſhe meets with nothing new, 
And how ſhould ſhe know what to do? 
Pappa all day his farm attends, 
And with a pipe his evening ends ; 
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Mamma-prowls round the yard and dairy, 

And calls aloud on Cook and Mary, 

And views her poultry, cows and pig, 

And ſays the farmer's wife grows big: 

Miſs Faſhion-hates both work and reading, 
And dies to meet with folks of breeding: 
She hates to think —ſhe hates their talk, 
And neither likes to ride —or walk: 
— She loiters here and ſaunters there, 
Hums half a tune—then plays an air; 
Traces the garden o'er and o'er, 

To find a part unſeen before: 

At length ſhe ſtroll'd beyond its bound, 
Till from a gentle riſing ground: 
A little cottage caught her eye, 

And what, ſays ſne, can this ſupply ?: 
When on her ear, theſe accents broke,. 
Which by a female voice, were ſpoke. 
Stop here fair maid, no farther ſtray, 
Beyond this cot you'd looſe your way: 
Tho? l'm a ſtranger to thy view, 

Truſt me young maid I tell thee true: 
There's danger, which you do not ſee, 
Step in ſweet laſs—you're ſafe with me. 
Her words ſo mild, diſtinct and clear, 
Prevented every female fear : | 
Miſs Faſhion view'd the dame with care, 
Found there was ſomething in her air, * 
That look'd as ſhe the world had ſeen ; 
And that her dreſs was neat and clean; 
And tho? not quite the modiſn caſt, 
Among a crowd it might have paſt, 
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Mrs. ST AV A G E. 
he cottage was not furniſh'd fine, 
zut yet it came within the line, 
Of what your ſober folks would ſay, 
Was very decent tho' not gay: 
Miſs Faſhion look'd and look'd again, 
Saw all was clean and neat tho' plain: 
She ſaw that nothing there was new, 
But yet the things look'd taſty too: 
In converſe too, the dame ſhe found, 
Knew ſomething of the modiſh round; 
But oft declared, ſhe hated riot, 
And laid great ſtreſs, on friends and quiet. 
Mits Faſhion long'd to know her name, 
At laſt ſhe thus addreſs'd the dame: 
Dear ma'm ſays ſhe, with due reſpect, 
L don't at preſent recollect, 
We ever had the luck of meeting, 
Tho? fo oblig*d, by your kind greeting: 
Excuſe me, if I beg to know, 
To whom I ſo much kindneſs owe. 
My name is Prudence, ſaid the dame, 
I am but little known to fame: 
[ long have dwelt in this ſmall cot, 
By all the modiſh world forgot: 
It ſought, I'm ready toattend, 
And ſeldom fail to prove a friend: 
My office is to watch each day, 
Leſt travellers, who come this way: 
Should paſs my bound yy 


And while they thro' yon valley ſtray, 
Old time ſhould ſtop them in their way: 
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A horrid Fiend with ſecret wings, 

That hide beneath, a thouſand ſtings ; 

Which, as he flies Reflection takes, 

And into pointed arrows makes ; 

With which he hits the careleſs throng, 

By diflipation led along; 

Fatal and ſharp the pangs they feel, 

Nor care, norart, the wounds can heal, 

Time overtakes them in their way, 

And drives them from the light of day. 
But led by me, they hardly feel, 

Reflection's arrowe———tho? of ſteel ; 

And time ſo gently moves his wing, 


They ſcarce perceive he has a ſting ; 


Chearful and ſafe life glides away, 
Till age rever'd brings on decay. 
She ceas'd and ſaw the maiden bluſh'd, 


= And for a moment all was huſh'd. 


Miſs Faſhion heav'd a gentle figh, 
And with a modeſt downcaſt eye; 
Her kind inſtructor thus addreſs'd; 
Oh! let me here for ever reſt : 
Henceforth do thou, my new found friend, 
My Monitor : my ſteps attend; 

Thy convert, from relapſe protect, 


And every word and thought direct. 
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CHO! thou gentle nymph, forbear 

A while to wave thy wings in air, 
Ceaſe to repeat my ſecret woe, | 
Be filent whilſt my ſorrows flow; 
If a tender figh ſhould ſteal 
And my virgin love reveal, 
Or my bounding heart ſhould beat, 
When I hear my ſhepherd's feet ; 
If loſt in thought, my pratling tongue, 
(For near my lips, the found 1s hung,) 
Should, e'er incautious, drop his name, 
Be filent nymph, and ſpare my ſhame. 
Should tears of pleaſure fill mine eye, 
And my rapt'rous pulſe beat high, 
From the picture fancy made, 


When I flept beneath yon ſhade ; 


Should I tell the melting bliſs, 
That J feel in every kiſs; 

ln reaſon's abſence, mould J ſay, 
Lovely ſhepherd, come away ; 

Be filent nym hand every day, 
My vows I'll at thy grotto pay. 
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18S TAN T from court, and far remov'd, 

| From ſcenes by art and wealth improv'd ; 

Two ſiſter twins, of form ſublime, 

Were bred with care by father Time. 

Dame Wiſdom, (once his loving wife, 

Who long ago had quitted life,) 

With heavy fighs, and many a tear, 

Reſign'd the children to his care; 

And with her parting breath, the dame, 

To each fair nymph bequeath'd a name: 

Prudence ſhe term'd the elder maid, 

Be thine Oeconomy, ſhe ſaid, 

(My lateſt care,) decreed by fate, 

In future times to fave a ſtate. 

With ſtrict attention, father Time, 

Improv'd each maid while in her prime; 
And fraught her mind with .every grace, 

That could in female heart take place. 

From childhood taught, to bend their will, 

Strangers to every act of ill: 

Few friends they had, few viſits made, 

No airs of pride, no arts they play'd; 

To faſhion they paid ſmall regard, 

Vet knew to dreis, or write a card. 

The maids thus paſt in eaſe their days, 

Unſought by fops, unmark'd by praiſe ; 
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For reading oft an hour they*d chuſe, 

Now to inſtruct, now to amuſe, 

And every day they read the news ; 

Where with ſurpriſe, they frequent ſee, 

The name of fair Occonomy ; 

Oeconomy the fleet has paid, 

She's gone to France to ſettle trade : 

Occonomy has lop'd our trees, 

At court, no doubt her charms can plcaſe : 

Thus pro and con, or firſt, or lag, 

Her name they fix'd to all that paſt ; 

And each was ready to declare, 

In town ſhe liv'd, and each knew where 
The maid convinc'd how little ſhare, 

She claim'a, in what was doing there ; 

Retolv'd to learn her rivals name, 

Maintain her right. and clear her fame. 

Her fifter oft would urge her ſtay, 

But her advice bore little ſway : 

In words like theſe the gentle maid, 

Would thus endeavour to diſwade, 2 

«* Believe me girl you're much to blame, 

Nought they advance, can hurt your fame; 

For who that knows us both, can ſay, 

We ever meant a different way ? 

And no one yet, that IT can hear, 

Pretends to ſay, that I am there ; 

Beſides ſhould they diſpute your name, 

Pray tell me how you'll prove your claim ? 
Enrap in thought, the beauteous maid, 

Nor blam'd, nor prais'd, what e'er ſhe ſaid ; 
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= Ms. S AV . 
Intent to clcar her ſpotleſs fame, 

She ſees no danger, fears no ſhame ; 

But haſte to town, without delay, 

To ſearch at court, or change or play ; 
Her name ſhe hears 1n every place, 

But no one ſeems to know her face; 

At laſt ſhe mixes in a crowd, 

Where clam'rous tongues were ſpeaking loud; 
And heard them by conicnt declare, 
Occonomy inhabits here: 
Confus'd, amaz'd, ſhe now deſcrys, 

A figure like her own in fize; | 
That mov'd along in pomp and ſtate, 
While crowds ſubmiſſive round her wait, 
Her name the damſel nced not aſk, 

She knew ſelf intereſt, tho' in maſque ; 
With boldneis ſhe approach'd the dame, | 
Her right demands, declares her name ; 
Confuſion ſoon was in each face, 

Bur Intereſt ſtill maintain'd her place, 
And with an air of proud diſdain, 

. Condemns the maid to grief and pain; 
Her ſlaves in haſte her will obey, 

And drag the beauteous nymph away; 
To a lone wood—whoſe boughs o*crſhade, 
A horrid pit—where erit *tis jaid; 

Fair truth was hid from human fight, 
Till found by Time, and brought to light. 
With heart felt woc, the penſive maid, 
Surveys the fitent darkſome ſhade; 


— — . 3 — * 
oy 5 g 7 - 3 
— = 27 — — 3 — 
> 8 5 > — Sn 2 = we 
——— — — — 4 — 2 * 723 7 3 r > —— 
— . — — — — — — 4 ICED, d 
* — — 2 — = . 2 — 
— —þ 2 — IEP 6; — - 
5 — — — 0 — _—_— "x —, — — — 2 24 = 
oy n — — - * — 


oy ah. 
g ang ey 
— 


- — . m_ a y 
r J — Le 7 n 5 — — 
. 6 — — 2 . 
— = nn - — —— = = 2 
— — — 8 — < ho 
—B —— A PIE — — — 
= — = 5 — _ — 
— — — — — — <e — — — 
— 


— — — — 
5 = ym IR. — w_———_—_—_ - 
_ A_) ES»: — > 
* — — — 
— 


= — © - = — — a 
= i — . — — _ = — — 
bu <7 - >= . - . — — — = 2 — - _ — 
> — — — G — — 2 8 —— = 2 A fa 
3 — D — — 5 —2 4 — . * == A > \ = 
- — — — 1 —_— 2 = . 5 A — : === — 2 — — ETD — - - 
E ²— A y — g . — — — 2 9 — w — — — — = : : = — 2 I - — — — — " — = = : - = 
- — Y = 7 - T . 8 —— — . I = — — — ä — — == == N —_ == . OE I, — — 5 — a= = 2 — 
GE — — —— 2 >= — — — = <4 =. - . — 5 2 * ns "== gens > — — : — = = — — - — — f = = — — = 
7 3 x — — "> ; TL * 7 ” 5 41 2 * 832 - FE FS - — . - . 3 2 = 5 x r 5 * — ——— — — 
« a Cz 4 - E 2 5 Ta. - - * = 4 - — — 2 * 1 — 5 * - U 2 2 - > — — — £ — — 37 - — T . 
—C 8 — — 1 — 3 — : ” a "2 £ == 88 22 - — 83 — *- ==> T 2 V 2 8 =. 4 = = —— = ez Dr - 25S. FRY YE ——— - 
- V4 — — . - r — 2 * 2 ==; > L © 4 _ re 222 - * 4 d ” . 2 — - Z = — — by 
- I — * 22 3 6 : ix 2 — * * r 3 2 — — Py — — = _ = — — . 
4 5 - . ay — 8 n — 4 * 4 1 wo 2 . 1 = ——— a —— 8 
» - 4 K — p 4 — 8 — — - r 
-” -4 &s — 5 £4 


I 


* = _ _— 
2 — 
———— 
— — — — 2 
oy _ — * 
= * 
. 


My native home, farewel ! ſhe cries, 
Echo (at hand,) farewel replies; 


Mm. 5 A_ V. A 
Adieu, dear ſiſter! heavenly maid! 
Too late I ſeek, and wiſh thy aid.” 

In filence, then, ſhe ceas'd complaint, 
'Till hopeleſs grown without conſtraint, 
Aloud ſhe prays ; aloud ſhe cries, 

And lifts to heaven her weeping eyes; 
In vain her eyes with tears o'er-flow, 
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Her foes unmov'd no pity ſhow ; 0 
Down the deep pit the maid they hurl'd, þ 
An exile from the thoughtleſs world. th 
Nor ſhall ſhe rife to bleſs our race, | 0 
Till Prudence gains ſelf-Intereſt's place. i 
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N times of yore; (as I've been told, ) 
Before they made ill uſe of gold, 
E'er law, and trade, and cards, and dice, 
And jobbing ſtocks, were ſcreens for vice ; 
Before they'd heard of maſquerades, 
Or knew to make Italian ſhades ; 
When ſparks aſcended to the ſky, 
From ſimple billets, piled on high: 
Fer art, had given ſhape to flime, | 
Or lambent lights told George's name : = 
E'er men were fops, or girls coquets, in 
Or titles, ſcreen'd the great from debts : 
When chearful ſound of ſhepherds pipe, 
Did more than op'ra ſong delight: 
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When fair ones ſlept, at cloſe of day, 
And roſe at morn to hail the may: 
When youth robuſt, purſu'd the chace, 
Or pitch'd the bar, or ran the race, 
Nor fear'd the ſnow, or wind or rain, 
Or dar'd to make a jeſt prophane. 
There liv'd remote at foot of hill, 
(By which there ran a bubbling vill 0 


An ancient pair who free from ſtrife, 


Had trod the rugged paths of life; 


Who never wiſh'd, nor fear'd their death, 

But had with eaſe, reſign'd their breath; 
One girl they left, (the maid was fair) 

To all their virtues fhe was heir; 

Good ſenſe ſhe had, nor wanted ſpirit, 

Was well brought up, they call'd her Merit, 
Her parents dead, and left alone, | 

She judg'd it right to come to town ; 


For ſhe had heard her father tell, 


The people there liv'd wond'rous well; 


She firſt a viſit paid to Pride, 


He was at home —but was deny'd. 

For Riches ſhe enquir'd ('tis ſaid) 

But only ſaw the chamber-maid. 

To Vanity, ſhe next apply'd, 

(Who was juſt then become a bride) 

She aſk'd her in, you may ſuppoſe, 

To ſhow her plate, her houſe, her cloaths, 
Her China figures, India ſcreen, 

Her cups and ſancers, right nankeen 
And when her huſband, (Wit) came home, 
She made the baſhful damſel known. 
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Merit well pleas'd with her reception, 
Was very loth to take exception ; 
But yet they gave ſuch flings and jokes, 
Whene'er they talk'd of ſober folks; 
She could not for her life forbear, 
But told them plain it was not fair; 
Her ſaying this gave great offence, 
And was for them a good pretence ; 
To let her ſee, ſhe muſt not ſtay ; 
She took the hint—and went away. 
Reſolv*d ſome other friends to try, 
But they were all, moſt wond'rous ſhy ; 
Some ſaid they did not know her name, 
And others talk'd of aſking Fame ; 
If ſhe could give them information, 


Who the wench was, and what her ſtation. 


There ſtill was left one worthy friend, 
On whom ſhe knew, ſhe might depend ; 
Her name Content; ſhe tramp'd about, 
But could not find her dwelling out. 

Diſtreſs'd and vex'd her money gone, 
She now reſolv'd to leave the town ; 

But as ſhe walk'd along with Pain, 

(Juſt as ſhe'd beg'd of one Diſdain,) 

An open hearted youth came by, 

With healthful look, and piercing eye : 


He mark'd the maid—and found her heart, 


Was to his own a counter-part : 
The girl was Imitten with the youth, 
And ſoon perceiv'd his name was Truth: 
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i Hearts fo alike were quickly join'd, | 

{ Free from reſtraint they ſpoke their mind, 

| Agrecd to wed without delay, | 


And having paſs'd their wedding day, 
Went down to live with Pitt, at Hay : 


SE the PROPHECY, 


= I. 


A 8 Cupid in his cradle lay, 
Tir'd with pleaſing toil of play : 
Venus watching o'er his reſt, 
l TH attendant graces thus addreſs'd. 


1 Mark this babe, while J relate, | 
| What ſhall be his future fate ; 
| | He ſhall reign with high command, 


And around h1s throne ſhall ſtand ; 
Wanton wit, with every wile, 


] That can care, or thought beguile ; 
Giayly tripping o'er the mead, 

She his careleſs ſteps ſhall lead: 

| 


Pleaſing hope, around his head, 

i Shall her downy pinions ſpread : 

| And while ſhe flatters, every fond defire, 
| Beauty afliſting, ſhall increaſe his fire, 


Mrs. 8 A Y .A- 6 
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Luxuriant eaſe, ſupinely laid. 
On a bed of violets made, 
In her perfum'd magic bow'r, 
Shall enchant him by her pow'r: 
With curling locks, and ſmiles of joy, 
Mirth ſhall greet the thoughtleſs boy; 
Whilit her ſportive nymphs advance, 
And ſurround him in their dance; 
Rofy bands, their hands unite, 
(Hands of pureſt native white.) 
Nets of eglantine and vine, 
Shall his graceful form intwine; 
ong ſhall he ſport, amid the jovial crew, 
Charm and be charm'd, and ſtill each joy be new. 


III. 
Fancy, giddy changing maid, 
In a ſhadowy robe array'd ; 
Lightly ſkimming o'er the ground, 
Shall uis temples, wreath around 
To compleat the Monarch's ſtate, 
Plcaſure, at his call ſhall wait; 
Theſe the happy boy ſhall tend, 
And his ev'ry wiſh befriend; _ 
Happy indeed! if theſe were all thy train, 
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Ti.y pow'rs were boundleſs —endleſs were thy reign. 


IV. 


But too clear, my fears deſcry, 
Ills, that lurking near him lie: 
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= Mw SAVATGCE 
Haughty Pride, with iron chain, 
Aﬀectation and diſdain : 
Cold indifference, jealous fear, 
Broken faith, and fad deſpair ; 
Creeping on with filent pace, 
In thy train ſhall find a place: 
And defying all thy pow'r, 
(Stealing charms from every hour) 
Time ſhall haſten on the way, 
Leading quick to thy decay : 
Till age, forgetful of my lovely boy, 
With froz-n looks, his kingdom ſhall deſtroy. 


ODE to PEACE of MIND, 
J. | 
A1L heaven born nymph, ſweet peace oh! hear, 
A faithful votary's, ardent prayer; 
Who mourns alas! with fad diſmay, 
Thy abſence thro? each tedious day ; 
And feels the precious moments fly. 
In wild confus'd uncertainty, 


Whoſe ſcatter'd thoughts, whoſe muſes fall, 
No pow'r but thine can e'er recal ; 


II. 


Return ſweet nymph, and bring to me, 
Thoughts ſedate, and fancy free: 


hear, 


Ms 3 AV A 6 
Where, ah! where; thou maid divine, 
Lyes conceal'd thy facred ſhrine ; 

Thither quick, let me repair, 

Breathe my vows, and huſh my care. 

Not in ſolitude thou'rt found, 

Nor in mirths, deceitful round; 

Not to ruſtick cots confin'd, 

Nor, the tender feeling mind ; 
From courts eſtrang*d, thou wing'it thy way, 
Nor pow'r, nor ſtate, enſure thy ſtay, 


III. 


In kindneſs lend, thou maid divine, 
The clue, to find thy ſecret ſhrine : 
With cautious hand the clue I'll hold, 
That may the myſtick maze unfold ; 
It right I ween, by thee *twas made, 
When Jove of earth the baſis laid: 
From Truth, from Love, from Gratitude, 
From Freedom, Friendſhip, Fortitude. 
From mutual warmth, and ſocial care, 
The happy tew in wedlock ſhare ; 
Each ſlender fibre you conjoyn'd, 
To form the blifs of human kind ; 
And Jove aſſenting, to the world proclaim'd, 
By his beheſts, the wond'rous maze was fram'd: 
But leaſt mankind ſhould catch the clue, 
And limit to this earth, their view, 
Swift to his throne, you haſte away 
Nor here but in our fancy ſtay, 
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A 
TRANSIENT THOUGHT. 


s 


Aim not to decide the caſe, 

What moſt declare, full ſure I know: 
© The feeling heart muſt bear diſtreſs ; 
And eaſe muſt from indifference flow. 
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Tell me then, ye minds ſerene, 


Whoſe eaſe doth from indifference flow, 


When firſt began the happy ſcene, 
And how ye conquer'd every woe. 


III. 


For never yet, from nature's hand, 
Was deſtin'd thro' the world to go; 
A heart, with feelings at command, 


To take its choice, of joy, or woe. 


IV. 


Witneſs the infant's poignant grief, 
When from its eye the nurſe is hid, 
With ſcorn, it flights your fond relief, 
And ſobbing hangs its drooping head. 


C V 4 © 
N. 
Or if perchance, with wiley art, 
dhe but affects ſome ſad diſtreſs, 


Quick throbbings move its little heart, 
And vain attempts, * wiſh'd redreſs. 


iT; VI. 
Emotions kind, defign'd thro? life, 

To conſtitute the faithful friend, 

To form the father, huſband, wife, 


And make cach joy, on all depend. 


VII. 


Unleſs repeated ills intrude, 
To check kind natureWfirit intent, 
And wearicd by ingratitude, 
The heart grows ſteel'd to each event, 


VIII, 


To brave the ills he cannot cure ; 
And art, the tear of pity hides, 
W. len others feel what we endure. 


IX. 


External mirth employs each hour, 


With falfe pretence the world to pleats, 
While habit, (borrowing nature's pow 'F,) 


Indifference gain, and calls it eaſe, 
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Free then they leave our claim to joy, 
As free they leave our ſad diſtreſs, 
Nor can another's ills annoy, | 


The heart, which aſks not here to bleſs, 


XI. 


But Oh! to me thoſe moments ſpare 
By which the feeling heart can live, 
To take of grief and joy my ſhare, 
And bleſt by others, bleſſings give. 
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DUNNOTTER CASTLE. 


UNNOTER's ruin'd pride, and falling towers, 
I fing, O Walker *! and the ſong is yours. 

With 70 I wander'd o'er the moſs- grown domes; 

Still o'er the ſcene with you my fancy roams; 

Still the idea riſes to my view, 

With gloomy grandeur, pleaſure ever new! 

The rolling main, the rock's ſtupendous height, 
A ſtriking proſpect! ſwim before my fight. 

In flowing verſe now be the ſcene diſplay'd, 

Muſe, Fancy, Memory, I crave your aid! 

£4 
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High on a rock, projecting from the land, 
The caſtle ſtood, and ſtill it's ruins ſtand ; 
Wide o'er the German main the proſpect bent, 
Steep is the path, and rugged the aſcent ; 
And when with labour climb*d the narrow way, 
Long ſounding-vaults receive you from the day. 
There hung the huge port-cullis, there the bar, 
Drawn on the iron- gate, defy'd the war. 


Ah, great Dunnotter! once of ſtrength the ſeat! 


Once deem'd impregnable! thou yield'it to Fate! 

Nor rocks, nor ſeas, nor arms, thy gates defend; 

Thy pride is fallen, thy ancient glories end! 

Up from the gate we climb the ſlipp*ry way, 

Still falling turrets, mould'ring towers, ſurvey ; 

The walls and caves with various moſs o'ergrown, 

And threat'ning nods on high the looſen'd ſtone. 

Slowly we mount, thro' broken arches creep, 

And gain at laſt the ſummit of the ſteep ; 

Curious around the airy height we gaze, 

There the great well it's ample round diſplays, 

A vaſt circumference, and depth profound, 

Now fill'd with ruins of the falling mound. 

There ſtood the palace, rais'd in air ſublime, 

On rows of vaults that ſeem'd to mock at Time; 

Yet he aſſerts his power, and claims his prey ; 

They break, they fall! what can reſiſt his ſway ! 
Here, thro' innumerable vaults we run, 


Cold, dreary, damp, impervious to the ſun, 
Brown with the ruſt of years; and from their tops 


Inceſſantly the oozing moiſture drops. 
We leave the gloom, the wheeling ſteps aſcend, 
Our walk along the roofleſs palace bend ; 
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Here, thro? the long apartments as we paſs, 
The ſoft wind whiſtles thro? the waving graſs, 


That cloaths the pavement, crowns the naked walls, 


Of broken turrets and deſerted halls. 


Here, once the ſeat of many a mighty name, 
The jack-daws chatter, and the ſea-fowl ſcream ! 
Here dwelt great Ogilvie, and held the tower, 
The laſt that yielded to th' uſurper's power; 

By honeſt craft from hence the crown convey'd, 


And Caledonia's gems in ſafety laid: 


Nor hopes of favour, nor the threats of power ; 
Could ſhake his ſoul, or his fix'd heart allure, 


Firm as the rocks, he and his daring wife 
Endur'd the torture, ſcorning ſhameful life; 
And kept the charge, till Heav'n their king reſtor'd ; 
Then ſent, uninjur'd, to their rightful lord, 


Glorious defenders of the regal gold, 
Illuſtrious Caledonians, patriots bold! 


With joy your heroiſm I rehearſe, : 


And give your mem'ry all I can—a verſe, 


O may this land your guardian care engage, 
Your great example fire with gen'rous rage, 
And rouſe to glorious deeds cach future age ! 
Thou, Barras, hear! and deign t' approve the lays, 


That aim thy valiant anceſtors to praiſe ! 


Now turning from the walls, high o'er the ſteep 
Impending cliff, we view the boundleſs deep? 
All round the winding coaſt, black rocks ariſe, 


And with uncouth variety ſurprize : 


The waves roll flow and filent to the ſhore, 
Then laſh the craggy beach, and ſullen roar; 
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From rock to rock the breaking ſurge rebounds, 
While endleſs echoes catch and ſwell the ſounds. 
The green ſea here with ceaſeleis fury raves, 
And toſſes high in air her raging waves; 
Burſting they fall with loud repeated ſhock, 
And in white torrents pour along the rock ; 
Whilſt oft from ſhore in peace the ocean lics, 


Ting'd with the colour of the glowing ſkies, 


The gentle breezes ſport upon the deep, 


And, murm'ring ſoft, the vaſt expanſion ſweep 
Refulgent Phoebus, in meridian height, 


Enrobes the lucid waves with mellow light ; 
The ſparkling beams on the ſmall ſurface play, 
And ſtreams of foam float on the wat'ry way. 
Here let deſcription ceaſe ; but ſtill prolong 
Thy taſk, O Muſe ! and moralize the ſong. 
Think, all who gaze on fam'd Dunnotter's wall, 
Like it ſhall all terreſtrial glories fall! 
Youth flies apace, frail beauty meets decay; 


The mighty's ſtrength, like ice, ſhall melt away. 
Riches take wings; and Fame's far-ſounding boaſt, 


Shall die away—the pride of pow'r be loſt. 


Health, pleaſure, life, ſhall paſs, a fading flow'r, 


Sport of a day, and pageant of an hour! 

Fix not on theſe thy heart; but riſe ſublime, 
And ſeek a bliſs, unmov'd by fate or time: 
Virtue alone can give eternal joy, 

No chance can alter, no poſſeſſion cloy ! 


Virtue, like this great rock, ſtands firmly brave, 


And ſcorns the ebb or flow of Fortune's wave ; 


Unmov'd the ſtorms of life can calmly bear, 
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Collected in itſelf, and void of fear! | 
Een when theſe rocks and ſeas ſhall paſs away, 
And that bright orb no longer rule the day, 
Virtue ſhall ſtand the teſt, like gold refin'd, 
And beam immortal radiance on the mind; 
Thro' endleſs ages gain increaſing ſtore 

Of light and life, of joy and active pow'r, 

And bloom when time and nature are no more. 
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On a Day of Prayer, for Succeſs in Mar. 


ORD, how ſhall wretched finners dare 


Look up to thy divine abode ? \ 
Or offer their imperfect prayer 
— Before a Juſt, a holy God? 8 


Bright terrors guard thy awful ſeat, 
And dazzling glories veil thy face! 

Yet mercy calls us to thy feet; 

Thy throne is {till a throne of grace. 


O may our ſouls thy grace adore, 

May Jeſus plead our humble claim ; 
While thy protection we implore, 

In his prevailing, glorious name! 


With all the boaſted pomp of war 
In vain we dare the hoſtile field : 
In vain, unleſs the Lord be there ; 
Thy arm alone is Britain's ſhield, 


Let paſt experience of thy care 
Support our hope, our truſt invite! 
Again attend our humble prayer, 
Again be mercy thy delight ! 
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Our arms ſucceed, our councils guide, 


Let thy right-hand our cauſe maintain; 


Till war's deſtructive rage ſubſide, 
And peace reſume her gentle reign, 


O when ſhall time the period bring 
When raging war ſhall waſte no more ; 


When peace ſhall ſtretch her balmy wing 


From Europe's coaſt to India's ſhore ? 


When ſhall the goſpel's healing ray 
(Kind ſource of amity divine !) 
Spread o'er the world celeſtial day ? 


When ſhall the nations, Lord, be thine ? 
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BY Mrs. T H R A I. k. 


HE tree of deepeſt root is found 
Leaſt willing ſtill to quit the ground; 

*Twas therefore ſaid, by ancient ſages, 

That love of life increaſ'd with years 
8o much, that in our latter ſtages, | 
When pain grows ſharp, and fickneſs rages, 

The greateſt love of life appears, 

This great affection to believe, 

Which all confeſs, but few perceive, 

If old aſſertions can't prevail, 

Be pleas'd to hear a modern tale. 

When ſports went round, and all were gay, 
On neighbour Dobſon's wedding-day, 
Death call'd aſide the jocund groom 
With him into another room; 

And looking grave, * You mult,* ſays he, 
Quit your ſweet bride, and come with me, — 
With you! and quit my Sufan's fide ! 
With you! the hapleſs huſband cry'd: 
« Young as I am! ”Fis monſtrous hard! 

s Beſides, in truth, I'm not prepar'd ; 
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{ My thoughts on other matters go, 
— This is my wedding-night, you know.“ 

What more he urg'd I have not heard, 
His reaſons could not well be ſtronger ; 

So Death the poor 1 ſpar'd, 

And left to live a little longer 
Yet calling up a ſerious WY 
His hour-glaſs trembled while he ſpoke, | 
* Neighbour,* he ſaid, © farewel; no more | 
© Shall death diſturb your mirthful hour ; | 
And farther, to avoid all blame 
Ot cruelty upon my name, 
Jo give you time for preparation, 
And fit you for your future ſtation, 
* Three ſeveral warnings you ſhall have, 
HhBetore you're ſummon'd to the grave: 
Willing for once I'll quit my prey, 

And grant a kind reprieve; | 

In hopes you'll have no more to ſay, 
But when I call again this way, 

Well pleas'd the world will leave.“ 
To theſe conditions both conſented, 
And parted perfectly contented. 

What next the hero of our tale befel, 
How long he liv'd, how wiſc, how well, 
How roundly he purſu'd his courſe, 

And imoak'd his pipe, and ſtrok'd his horſe, 

The willing muſe ſhall tell: 
 Techaffer'd then, he bought, he ſold, 

Nor once perceiv'd his growing old, 
Nor thought of death as near ; 
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His friends not falſe, his wife no ſhrew, 
Many his gains, his children few. 

He paſs'd his hours in peace: 
But while he view'd his wealth increaſe, 
While thus along Lite's duſty road | 
The beaten track content he trod, 


Old Time, whoſe haſte no mortal ſpares, 


Uncall'd, unheeded, unawares, 
Brought on his eighticth year. 


And now, one night, in muſing mood, 
As all alone he ſat, 
Th' unwelcome meſſenger of fate, 
Once more before him ſtood. 


Half kill'd with anger and ſurprize, 
So ſoon return'd !* old Dobſon cries. 


2 o 


Surely, my friend, you're but in jeſt ! 
Since I was here before, 

+ *Tis fix and thirty years, at leaſt, 

And you are now fourſcore.? 


© So much the worſe,' the clown rejoin'd ; 


To ſpare the aged would be kind: 
However, ſec your ſearch be legal; 
And your authority—1s't regal? 

« Elſe you're come on a fool's errand, 


* Beſides you promis'd me Three Warnings, 
Which I have look'd for nights and * 


© But for that loſs of time and eaſe, 
I can recover damages.“ 


I know, cries Death, that, at the beſt, 


I ſeldom am a welcome gueſt ; 
But don't be captious, friend, at leaſt ; 


* 


* So ſoon, d'ye call it!' Death replies: 
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I little thought you'd ſtill be able 
To ſtump about your farm and ſtable; 
Jour years have run to a great length; 
J wiſh you joy, tho', of your ſtrength !? 
« Hold,” ſays the farmer; not ſo faſt, 
1 have been lame theſe four years paſt.“ 
And no great wonder death replies; 
However you {till keep your eyes; 
And ſurc, to fee one's loves and friends, 
For legs and arms would make amends,” 
« Perhaps,” ſays Dobſon, * ſo it might, 
But latterly I've loſt my fight,? 
This is a ſhocking ſtory, faith; 
Vet there's ſome comfort ſtill, ſays Death: 
Each ſtrives your ſadneſs to amuſe ; 
I warrant you hear all the news.?“ 
There's none, cries he; © and if there were, 
© Pm grown fo deaf, I could not hear.“ | 
* Nay then!' the ſpectre ſtern rejoin'd, 
I Theſe are unjuſtifiable yearnings; 
If you are Lame, and Deaf, and Blind, 

* You've had your Three ſufficient Warnings.“ | 
So come along, no more we'll part: 
He ſaid, and touch'd him with his dart; 
And now, old Dobſon turning pale, | | 
Yiclds to his fate ſo ends my tale, 


Vol Th” Q 


By MISS TOMLINS. 


Y Yarrow ſtream, that olides along, 


Thus Connal rais'd his mourn ful ſong ; 
By Yarrow, fam'd for faithful lovers; 


« Farewel!' he cried, a long farewel ! 
< Farewel to hope and joy for ever: 
© For hope and joy can never dwell 
© Beſide the waves that lovers ſever ! 


With Mary I have paſs'd the day, 

« Befide this ſtream in murmurs flowing; 
© With Mary I have lov'd to ſtray 
Amid the wild-thyme ſweetly blowing. 


c For her my little ſtock I left: 
« For Mary, at the midnight hour, 
© My eye-lids were of ſleep bereft ; 5 
My footſteps wander'd round her bower. 
For her it was, at dawning day, 


s The ſweeteſt flow'rs of ſpring I blended ; 


CONNAL and MARY. 


Whoſe banks the wild-thyme ſweetly covers, 
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For her, at noon-tide's ſcorching ray, 2 


»The lambs and frolick kid I tended, 


I form'd a wreath for Mary's hair, 
Of all my little garden's treaſure; 
© And when that wreath ſhe deign'd to wear, 
Alas! can words expreſs my pleaſure ? 


* Methinks that gentle look I fee, 
Which once ſhe caſt to eaſe my ſorrow z 
I ſee it yet, tho' lovely ſhe | 
Forgot it e'er the dawning morrow, 


© Thoſe happy days ſhe has forgot, 
Forgotten are my reſtleſs hours; 
« Forgotten 1s the rural ſpot 


Where Mary wore that wreath of flowers, 


© She has forgot the ſilver tide, 
* The tide of Yarrow gently flowing ; 
And Mary is another's bride, 
Where ſweeter flowers than mine are blowing, 


© Blow ſweet, ye flowers, where'er ſhe be; 

Ve ſtreams, in gentler murmurs languitſh : 
But whiſper not the charming ſhe, 
That my fond heart now breaks with anguiſh, 


Could Mary ſee that breaking heart, 
+ Each tender wiſh for her diſcover z * 
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The tear of pity, void of art, 
* Would deeper wound her faithful lover, 


When this fond breaſt ſhall ceaſe to feel, 
When this fond heart ſhall ceaſe to flutter ; 

When down theſe cheeks no tear ſhall ſteal, 
And theſe cold lips no ſounds ſhall utter: 


Let not reflection toll my love 


* How oft the vow'd to be my marrow ; 
Let not her footſteeps ever rove 
Along the ſilent banks of Yarrow ! 


© Perhaps, if near the favour'd ſpot 

Where once her vows to me ſhe plighted, 
My ceaſeleſs truth, my early lot, 

In artleſs ſtrains ſhould be recited ; 


9 


She might forget that very ſigh, 

That very tear of love and ſorrow 

That gliſten'd in that charming eye, 
From others rights ſhe now muſt borrow 


PI 


O may ſhe never hear my woe! 

Nor Fame's loud tongue the tale diſcover ; 
Let no rude ſtone to Mary ſhew 

The ſod that wraps her clay-cold lover. 


- 


Beneath the turf, where once we rov'd, 
This ſaithful heart ſhall ceaſe to languiſh * : 
| Beſide the bank where once ſhe lov'd, 

Soon ſhall this breaſt forget it's anguiſh !? 
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Hlis dying lips their taſk deny ; 
. He ceas'd his tale, his tale of ſorrow 
Cold was his breaſt, and clos'd his eye, 
Beſide the flowing wave of Varrow. 
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Mis WHATEL X. 


ODE TO MAY. 


AIREST daughter of the year. 
Ever blooming, lovely May ; 
While thy vivid ſkies appear, 
Nature ſmiles, and all is gay. 


Thine the flowery painted mead, 
Paſture fair, and mountain green ; 

Thine, with infant-harveſt ſpread, 
Laughing lies the lowland ſcene. 


Friend of thine, the ſhepherd plays 
Blitheſome near the yellow broom 3 

While his flock, that careleſs ſtrays, 
Seeks the wild thyme's ſweet perſume. 
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Round me ſhall the village ſwains, 
Shall the roſy nymphs appear; 
While I ſing, in rural ſtrains, 
May, to ſhepherds ever dear. 


I had never ſkill to raiſe 
Peans from the vocal firings ; 
To the god-like hero's praiſe, 

To the pageant pomp of kings; 


Stranger to the hoſtile plains, 
| Where the brazen trumpets ſound ; 
Liſe's purple ſtream the verdure ſtains, 
And heaps promiſcuous preſs the ground : 


Where the murderous cannon's breath 
Fate denounces from afar, 

And the loud report of death 
Stuns the cruel ear of war. 


Stranger to the park and play, 
Birth-night balls, and courtly trains; 
Thee I woo, my gentle May, 
Tune for thee my native ſtrains, 


Blooming groves, and wand'ring rills, 
Sooth thy vacant poet's dreams : 

Vocal woods, and wilds, and hills, 
All her unexalted themes, 
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May, with thee I mean to rove 
O'er theſe lawns and vallies fair; 

Tune thy gentle lyre to love, 
Cheriſh hope, and ſoften care, 
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The Pleaſures of Contemplation. 


UEENof the halcyon breaſt, and heaven-ward eye, 

() Sweet Contemplation, with thy ray benign 

Light my lone paſſage thro' this vale of life, 

And raiſe the ſiege of Care! This filent hour 

To thee is ſacred, when the ſtar of eve, 

Like Dian's virgins trembling ere they bathe, 

Shoots o'er the Heſperian wave it's quivering ray, 
All nature joins to fill my labouring breaſt 

With high ſenſations : aweful filence reigns 

Above, around; the ſounding winds no more 

Wild thro? the fluctuating foreſt fly | 

With guſt impetuous ; Zephyr ſcarcely breathes 

Upon che trembling foliage; flocks and herds, 

Retir'd beneath the friendly ſhade repoſe, 

Fann'd by oblivion's wing. Ha! is not this, 

This the dread hour, as ancient fables tell, 

When flitting ſpirits, from their priſons broke, 

By moon-light glide along the duſky vales, 

The folemn church-yard, or the dreary grove ; 

Fond to reviſit their once lov'd abodes, 

And view each friendly ſcene of paſt delight ; 
Satyrs, and fawns, that in ſequeſter*d woods 

And deep-embowering ſhades delight to dwell ; 

Quitting their caves, where in the reign of day 

They fleep in filence, o'er the daiſied green 
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xPurſue their gambols, and with printleſs feet 


Chaſe the fleet ſhadows o'er the waving plains. 


Dryads, and Naiads, from each ſpring and grove, 


Trip blitheſome o'er the lawns ; or, near the fide 
Of moſſy fountains, ſport in Cynthia's beams. 

The fairy elves, attendant on their queen, 
With light ſteps bound along the velvet mead, 
And leave the green impreſſion of their dance 
In rings myſterious to the paſſing ſwain ; 

While the pellucid glow-worm kindly lends 
Her filver lamp to light the feſtive ſcene, 

From yon majeſtick pile, in ruin great, 
Whoſe lofty towers once on approaching foes 
Look'd ſtern defiance, the ſad bird of night, 
In mourntul accent, to the. moon complains : 
Thoſe towers with venerable ivy crown'd, 
And mouldering into ruin, yield no more 
A ſafe retirement to the hoſtile bands ; 
But there the lonely bat, that ſhuns the day, 
Dwells in dull ſolitude ; and ſcreaming thence 
Wheels the night raven ſhrill, with hidcous note 
Portending death to the dejected {wain. 

Each plant and flow'ret bath'd in evening dews, 


Exhale refreſhing ſweets : from the ſmooth lake, 


On whoſe {till boſom ſleeps the tall tree's ſhade, 
The moon's ſoft rays reflected mildly ſhine. 
Now towering fancy takes her airy flight 


Without reſtraint, and leaves this earth behind; 
From pole to pole, from world to world ſhe flies; 


Rocks, ſeas, nor ſkies, can interrupt her courſe. 
Is this what men, to thought eſtrang'd, miſcal 
Deſpondence ? this dull melancholy's ſcene ? 


„ 
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To trace the Eternal Cauſe thro? all his works, 
Minutely and magnificently wiſe ? 


Mark the gradations which thro? Nature's plan 
Join each to each, and form the vaſt deſign ? 


And tho? day's glorious guide withdraws his beams 


Impartial, chearing other ſkies and ſhores ; 

Rich intellect, that ſcorns corporeal bands, | 
With more than mid-day radiance gilds the ſcene: 
The mind, now reſcu'd from the cares of day, 
Roves unreſtrain'd thro? the wide realms of ſpace ; 
Where (thoughts ſtupendous ) ſyſtem infinite, 
In regular confuſion taught to move, 

Ye ſons of pleafure, and ye foes to thought, 
Who ſearch for bliſs in the capacious bowl, | 
And blindly woo intemperance for joy ! 

Durſt ye retire, hold converſe with yourfelves, 
And in the ſilent hour of darkneſs court 

Kind Contemplation with her peace! {ul train: 
How would the minutes dance on downy feet, 
And unperceiv'd the midnight taper waſte, 
While intellectual pleaſure reign'd ſupreme ! 


Ye muſes, graces, virtues, heaven-born mards ! 


Who love in peaceful folitude to dwell 

With meek-ey*d innocence, and radiant truth, 

And bluſhing madeſty: that frighted fly 

The dark intrigue, and midnight maſquerade; 

What is this pleaſure which enchants mankind ? 

'Tis noiſe, *tis tail, tis frenzy; ; like the cup 

Of Circe, fam'd of old; Who taſtes it finds 

Thi etherial ſpark divine to brute transform'd, 
Vor. II. 8 
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And now, methinks, I hear the libertine 
With ſupercilious leer cry, * Preach no more 
* Your muſty morals.; hence, to deſarts fly, 

And in the gloom of ſolitary caves 


* Aufterely dwell : what's life, debarr'd from joy? 
Crown, then, the bowl; let Muſick lend her aid 
And Beauty her's, to ſoothe my wayward cares,” 


Ah! little does he know the nymph he ſtyles 
A foe to pleaſure ; pleaſure is not more 
His aim than her's ; with him ſhe joins to blame 
The hermit's . and ſavage penances; 
Each ſocial joy approves. Oh! without thee, 


Fair Friendſhip, life were nothing; without thee, 
The page of faney would no longer charm, 


And ſolitude diſguſt e'en penſive minds. 

Nought I condemn, but that exceſs which clou 
The mental faculties, to ſoothe the ſenſe ; 
Let Reaſon, Truth, and Virtue, guide thy ſteps, 
And every bleſſing Heav'n beſtows, be thine ? 
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Anne, Counteſs of Winchelſea. 
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The BRASS POT and STONE JUGG. 
41 
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Brazen pot, by ſcouring vext, - 
With beef and pudding ſtill perplext, 
Reſoly? t' attempt a nobler life, 
Urging the Jugg to ſhare the ſtrife 
Brother, quoth he (love to endear) 
Why ſhould we two continue here, 
To ſerve and cook ſuch homely cheer? - 
Who though we move with awkward pace, 
Your ſtony bowels, and my face, 
| Abroad can't miſs of wealth and place 
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Then let us inſantly be going, 

And ſce what in the world is doing. 
The bloated Jugs, ſupine and lazy, 
Who had no wiſh, but to be eaſy, 
Nor, like its owner, e'cr did think 

Of ought, but to be fill'd with drink; 
Vet ſomething mov'd by this fine ſtory, 


And frothing higher with vain-glory, 


Reply'd, he never wanted metal, 


But had no ſides, like ſturdy kettle, 


That in a crowd could ſhove and buſtle, 
And to preferment bear the juſtle; 


When the firſt knock would break his meaſures, | 


And ſtop his riſe to place and treaſures. 
Sure (quoth the Pot) thy ſkull is thicker 
Than ever was thy muddy liquor: 
Go I not with thee for thy guard, 

To take off blows,, and dangers ward ? 
And haſt thou never heard that Cully 


Is borne through all by daring Bully? 


Yourſelf (reply 'd the drink convey 1 
May be my ruin and betrayer: 
A ſuperiority you boaſt, 


And dreſs the meat, I but the toaſt: 


Than mine your conſtitution's ſtronger, 
And in fatigues can hold out longer; 
And ſhould one bang from you be taken, 
J into nothing ſhould be ſhaken, 

Ad autre cry'd the Pot in ſeorn, 

Doſt think there's ſuch a villain born, 
That, when he proffers aid and ſhelter, 
Will rudely fall too, belter-ſkelter ? 
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No more, but follow to the road, 

Where each now drags his n been load, 
And up the hill were almoſt clamber' d. 
When (may it ever be remember'd!) 

Down rolls the jugg, and after rattles 

The moſt perfidious of all kettles ; 

At ev'ry molehill gives a jump, 

Nor reſts, till by obdurate thump, 

The Pot of Stone, to ſhivers broken, 
Sends each miſguided fool a token: 

To ſhew them, by this fatal teſt, 

That equal company 1s beſt, 

Where none opprefs, nor are oppreſt. 
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There's No TOMORROW. 
4. +354 N E 
Imitated from Sir Roger L' 2 


WO AP had lov'd, and now the nymph ackir'd 
The cloak of wedlock, as the cafe requir'd ; 
Urg'd that, the day he wrought her to this ſorrow, 
He vow'd, that he would marry her To-Morrow. 
Again he ſwears, to ſhun the preſent ſtorm, 
aat he, To-Morrow, will that vow perform. 
The Morrows in their due ſacceffions came; 
Impatient ftill on each, the pregnant dame 


Urg'd him to keep his word, and ſtill he ſwore the 


fame, 
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198 ANNE, COUNTESS 
When tir'd at length, and meaning no redreſs, 
But yet the lye not caring to confeſs, | 

He for his oath this ſalvo choſe to borrow. | 
That he was free, ſince there was no To-Morrow ; 
For when it comes in place to be employ” * 

'Tis then To-day ; To-Morrow's ne'er enjoy d. 


The tale” s a jeſt, the moral is a e 
To-Morrow and To-Morrow cheat our youth: 
In riper age, To-Morrow ſtill we cry, 

Not thinking that the preſent day we die; 
Unpractis'd all the good we had deſign'd; 
There's No To-Morrow to a willing mind.“ 
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A IND ARICK 10 


15 \ \ 7 HA T art thou, 8 which every thing 
* doſt ape? 

Thou Proteus to abus'd mankind, 

Who never yet thy real cauſe could find, 
Or fix thee to remain in one continu'd ſhape, 

Still varying thy perplexing form, 

Now a dead ſea thou'lt repreſent, 


A calm of ſtupid diſcontent, 

Then daſhing on the rocks wilt rage into a ſtorm. 
Trembling ſometimes thou doſt appear, 
Diſſolv'd into a panick fear; 
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On ſleep intruding doſt thy ſhadows ſpread, | 
Thy gloomy terrors round the ſilent bed, | 
And croud with boding dreams the melancholy head: 
Or, when the midnight hour is told, 
And drooping lids thou ſtill doſt waking hold, 
Thy fond deluſions cheat the e 
Before them antick ſpectres danc ? 
Unuſual fires their pointed heads a e, 
And airy phantoms riſe. pn 
Such was the monſtrous viſion ſeen, 
When Brutus (now beneath his cares oppreſt, 
And all Rome's fortunes rolling in his breaſt, - 
Before Philippi's lateſt field, Foy | 
Before his fate did to Ofavias yield) 
Was vanquiſn'd by the ſpleen. 
Falſely the mortal part we blame 
Of our depreſt and pond'rous frame, 
Which, till the firſt Gegrading fin. 
Let thee, its dull attendant, in, 
Still with the other did comply, 
Nor clogg'd the active ſoul diſpos'd to fly, 
And range the manſions of its native ſky. 
8 Nor whilſt in his own heav'n he dwelt, 
Whilſt man his paradiſe poſſeſt, 
His fertile garden in the fragrant caſt, 
And all united odours ſmelt, 
No armed ſweets, until thy reign, | 
Could ſhock the ſenſe, or in the face . 
A fluſh'd, unhandſome colour place. 
Now the jonquille o'ercomes the feeble brain 3 
We taint beneath the aromatick pain, 


— - — — 
— — — I 
7%, ave <Y*- a5 _ p A 
— — — — — — 4 - R . A 
ws the aa a — g «aan mY ” * x * _ 
E378 * „„ — - = - 
#4 - 5 OE - - ps 2 a oth. 5 
= r » root SERM e 2 


— 


200 ANNE, COUNTESS 


13 Till ſome offenſive ſcent thy pow'rs appeaſe, 


And pleaſure we reſign for ſhort, and nauſeous eaſe, I 
. In ev'ry one thou doſt poſſeſs, EIS | 1 fe 
it | New are thy motions, and thy dreſs . | Thi 
* Now in ſome grove a liſt'ning friend 1 
15 Thy falſe ſuggeſtions muſt attend. My 
1 Thy whiſper'd griefs, thy fancy'd ſorrows hear, An 
lh Breath'd in a figh, and witneſs'd by a tear; | b 
1 Whilſt in the light and vulgar croud, | BE 
fy Thy ſlaves more clamorous and loud, My 
wy Buy laughters unprovok'd, thy influence too confeſs, Ane 
115 In the imperious wife thou vapours art. 1 
pa Which from o'er-heated paſſions riſe ; 1 
10 In clouds to the attractive brain, Tn Fill 
| 1 Until deſcending thence again, Th 
Tl Through the o'er-caſt and ſhow'ring eyes, Th 
ww _ Upon her huſband's ſoften'd heart, 4 


He the diſputed point mull. yield, 
Something reſign of the conteſted field; 
Till lordly man, born to imperial ſway, 
Compounds for peace to make that right awa y, 
And woman arm'd with ſpleen does ſervilely obey. 
The fool, to imitate the wits, ' 
Complains of thy pretended fits, 
And dulneſs, born with him, would 1250 
Upon thy accidental ſway; 
Becauſe ſometimes thou doſt preſume 
Into the ableſt heads to come: 
That often men of thoughts refin'd, 
Impatient of unequal ſenſe, 
Such ſlow returns, where they ſo much diſpenſe, 
| Retiring from the croud arg to thy ſhades inclin'd. 
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O''er me, alas! thou doſt too much prevail: 

I feel thy force whilſt I againſt thee rail; 
feel my verſe decay, and my crampt numbers fail. 
Through thy black jaundice I all objects ſee, 

As dark and terrible as thee, 

My pes deery'd, and my employment thought 
An uſeleſs folly, or preſumptuous fault; 

Whilſt in the Muſes paths I ſtray, 

Whilit in their groves, and by their ſacred ſprings 
My hand delights to trace unuſual things, 
And deviates from the known and common way: 

Nor will in fading ſilks compoſe 

Faintly th' inimitable roſe, 

Fill up an ill-drawn bird, or paint on glaſs 
The ſov*reign's blurr'd and undiſtinguiſh'd face, 
The threat'ning angel, and the ſpeaking aſs, 

Patron thou art to ev'ry groſs abuſe, 

The ſullen huſband's feign'd excuſe, 

When the ill humour with his wife he ſpends, 
And bears recruited wit and ſpirits to his friends. 

The ſon of Bacchus pleads thy pow'r, 

As tothe glaſs he ſtill repairs, 

Pretends but to remove thy cares, 

Snatch from thy ſhades one gay and ſmiling hour, 
And drown thy kingdom in a purple ſhow'r. 
When the coquette, whom ev'ry fool admires, 

Would in variety be fair, 

And, changing haſtily the ſcene 

From light, impertinent, and vain, 

Aſſumes a ſoft and melancholy air, 
| And of her eyes rebates the wand'ring fires 
The careleſs poſture, and the head reclin'd, 
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The thoughtful and compoſed face, 
Proclaiming-the withdrawn, the abſent mind, 
Allows the fop more liberty to gaze, 

Who gently for the tender cauſe inquires; 

The cauſe indeed is a defect in ſenſe, 

Yet is the ſpleen alledg'd, and ſtill the dull pretenſe, 
But theſe are thy fantaſtic harms, 

The tricks of thy pernicious ſtage, 

Which do the weaker ſort engage ; 

Worſe are the dire effects of thy more powerful charms, 
By thee religion, all we know, | 
That ſhould enlighten here below, 

Is veil'd in darkneſs, and perplext 

With anxious doubts, with endleſs ſcruples vext, 
And ſome reſtraint imply'd from each perverted text. 

Whilſt touch not, taſte not, what is freely giv'n, 

Is but thy niggard voice, diſgracing bounteous heav'n. 
From ſpeech reſtrain'd, by the deceits abus'd, 

To defarts baniſh'd, or in cells reclus'd, 

Miſtaken vot'ries to thy pow'rs divine, 

Thilſt they a purer ſacrifice deſign, 

"20 but the ſpleen obey, and worſhip at thy ſhrine, 
an vain to chaſe thee ev'ry art we try, , 
In vain all remedies apply, | 
In vain the [nd:an leaf infuſe, 

Or the parch'd Eaſtern berry bruiſe ; | 

Some paſs in vain thoſe bounds, and nobler liquors uſe, 
Now harmony in vain we bring, 

Inſpire the flute, and touch the ſtring... 

From harmony no help is had ; 

Mufic but ſooths thee, if too ſweetly ſad, 

And if too light, but turns thee gaily mad. 


1 


Vil 


s uſe, 
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Though the phyſician's greateſt gains, * 
Although his growing wealth he ſees | 1 
Daily encreas'd by ladies fees, : 06 If 

Yet doſt thou baffle all his ſtudious pains. {AY 
Not ſkilful Lower thy ſource could find, ky 
Or through the well- diſſected body trace 1 

T he ſecret, the mvſterious ways, |þ i 
By which thou doſt ſurprize, and prey upon the mind, 16 
Tho? in the ſearch, too deep for human thought, at 
With unſucceſsful toil he wrought, | 1 
Till thinking thee to've catch'd, himſelf by thee Miu 

| was cane | $4 
— Retain'd thy pris'ner, thy acknowleds? d ' rH 
And ſunk beneath thy chair to a lamented grave, iN . 
5 he ATHEIST and the ACORN. WW 

ETHINKS the world is oddly made, bat 

And ev'ry thing's amiſs, 140 
A dull preſuming Atheiſt ſaid, Wi 
As ſtretch'd he lay beneath a ſhade ; Bis 

And inſtanc'd it in this: Wa 

Behold, quoth he, that mighty thing, 1 
A Pumkin large and round, | 10 
Is held but by a little ſtring, 1. 


Which upwards cannot make it ſpring, 


Or bear it from the ground. 


by 
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Whilſt on this Oak a fruit ſo ſmall, 

So diſproportion'd grows; 
That who with ſenſe ſurveys this all, 


This univerſal caſual ball, 
Its ill contrivance knows. 


Fi My better judgment would have hung 

'1 That weight upon a tree, 

And left this maſt, thus ſlightly ſtrung, 

Mongſt things which on the ſurface ſprung, 
And ſmall and feeble be. 


1 | No more the caviller could ſay, 

| Nor further faults deſcry ; 

For, as he upwards gazing lay, 

An Acorn, looſen'd from the ſtay, l 
Fell down upon his eye. 


Th' offended part with tears ran o'er, 
As puniſh'd for the ſin: 


Fool! had that bough a pumpkin bore, 
Thy whimfies muſt have work'd no more, 
Nor ſcull had kept them in. 


oo Es. — * 


The YOUNG RAT and his DAM, 
The COCK and the CAT, 


O cautions of a matron, old and ſage, 

SY Young Rattlehead to prudence could engage; 
But forth the offspring of her bed would go, 

Nor reaſon gave, but that he would do ſo. 
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Much counſel was at parting thrown away, 
Ev'n all that Mother-Rat to ſon could ſay ; 
Who follow'd him with utmoſt reach of fight, 
Then loſt in tears, and in abandon'd plight, 
Turn'd to her mournful cell, and bid the world 

good-night, 
But fortune, kinder than her boding FO 
In little time the vagrant homewards brought, 
Rais'd in his mind, and mended in his dreſs, 
Who the belle-air did ev'ry way confeſs, 
Had learnt to flow'r his wig, nor bruſh'd away 
The falling meal, that on his ſhoulders lay; 
And from a nutſhell, wimbled by a worm, 
Took ſnuff, and could the government reform, 
The Mother weeping from maternal love, 
To ſee him thus prodigiouſly improve, 
Expected mighty changes too within, 
And wiſdom to avoid the Cat and Gin. 
Whom did you chiefly note, ſweetheart, quoth ſhe, 
Of all the ſtrangers you abroad did ſee ? 
Who grac'd you moſt, or did your fancy take? 
The younger Rat, then curs'd a noiſy rake, 
That barr'd the beſt acquaintance he could make; 
And ſcar'd him ſo, he trembled ev'ry part; 
Nor to deſcribe him ſcarce could have the heart. 
High on his feet (quoth he) himſelf he bore, 
And terribly, in his own language, ſwore ; 
A feather'd arm came out from either fide, 
| Which loud he clapp'd, and combatants defy'd, 
And to each leg a bayonet was ty'a; 
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And certainly his head with wounds was ſore ; 
For that and both his cheeks a ſanguine colour wore, 
Near him there lay the creature 1 admir'd, 

And for a friend by ſympathy qeſir'd: 

Make his, like ours, as far as tail and feet, 

With coat of furr in parallel do meet; 

Vet ſeeming of a more exalted race, 

Though humble meekneſs beautify?d his face ; 
A purring ſound compos'd his gentle mind, 
Whilſt frequent flumbers did his eye-lids bind; 
Whoſe ſoft contracted paw lay calmly ſtill, 

As if unus'd to prejudice, or kill. 

I paus'd awhile to meditate a ſpeech, 1 
And now was ſtepping juſt within his reach; 
When that rude clown began his hect'ring cry, | 
And made me for my life, and from the attempt to fly. 
Indeed *twas thine the ſhiv'ring beldam ſaid, 

To ſcour the plain, and be of life afraid. 

Thou baſe, degen'rate ſeed of injur'd rats, 

Thou verieſt fool (ſhe cry'd) of all my brats ; 
Would'ſt thou have ſhaken hands with hoſtile cats? 
And do'ſt not.yet thine own and country's foe, 
At this expence of time and travel know? 

Alas! that ſwearing, ſtaring, bullying thing, 
That tore his throat, and bluſter'd with his wing, 
Was but ſome paltry, dunghill, Craven-Cock, 
Who ſerves the early houſhould for a clock, 

And we his oats and barely often ſteal, 

Nor fear he ſhould revenge the pilfer'd meal: 
Whilſt that demure and ſeeming harmleſs puſs 
Herſelf and mewing chits regale with us, 


Yo 


Bringing their noddles and valizes pack'd 


May vig*roufly in warlike feats engage, 
| And live on foreign ſpoils, or dying thin the age. 
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If then of uſeful ſenſe thou'ſt gain'd no more, 
Than e'er thou'dſt paſs'd the threſhold of the door; 
Be here, my ſon, content to dreſs and dine, 
Steeping the liſt of beauties in thy wine, 
And neigb'ring vermin with falſe gloſs outſhine, 

Amongſt mankind a thouſand fops we ſee, 
Who in their rambles learn no more than thee 


Croſs o'er the Alps, and make the tour of France, 
To learn a paltry ſon or antick dance; 


With myſteries from ſhops and taylors wreck'd: 
But what may prejudice their native land; 

Whoſe troops are raifing, or whoſe fleet is mann'd, 
Ne'er moves their thoughts, nor do they underſtand. 
Thou, my dear Rattlehead, and ſuch as theſe 
Might keep at home, and brood on ſloth. and eaſe : 
Whilſt others, more adapted to the age, 


—— 


To Mr. FIN CH, now Ear bf Minchelſea. 


Who, going abroad, had deſired AR DE LI A to write 
ſome VERSE Ss upon whatever ſubject ſhe thought 
fit, againſt his return in the evening. 

Written in the YEAR 1689. 

O ſooner, Flavia, was you gone, 

| Bur, your injunction thought upon, 
Ardelia took the pen; 

83 
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Defigning to perform the taſk, : 
Her Flavio did fo kindly aik, 
E'er he return'd agen. 
Unto Parnaſſus ſtrait ſhe ſent, 
And bid the meſſenger, that went 
Unto the Muſes court, 
Aſſure them ſhe their aid did need, 
And begg'd they'd uſe their utmoſt ſpeed, 
Becauſe the time was fhort. 


The haſty ſummons was allow'd ; 

And being well-bred, they roſe bg bow 'd, 
And faid, they'd poſt away; 

That well they did Ardelia know, 

And that no femalc's voice below 


They ſooner would obey. 


That many of the rhyming train, 

On like occaſions ſought in vain 

1 Their induſtry t' excite ; 

But for Ardelia all they'd leave: 

Thus flatt'ring can the muſe deceive, 
And wheedle us to write, 


Yet, ſince there was ſuch haſte requir'd ; 
To know the ſubject *twas defir'd, 

On which they mult infuſe ; 
That they might temper words = rules, 
And with their, counſel carry tools, 

As country-doctors uſe. 


Wherefore to cut off all delays, 
Twas ſoon reply'd, a huſband's praiſe 
(Though in theſe looje iümes) 
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Ardelia gladly would rehearſe 
A huſband's, who indulg'd her verſe, 
And now requir'd her rhymes. 


A huſband ! echo'd all around : 
And to Parnaſſus ſure that ſound 
Had never yet been ſent > 
Amazement in each face was read, 
In haite the afirighted Siſters fled, 
And unto council went, 


Erato ery'd, fince Grizel's days, 

vince Troy-Town pleas'd, and Chewvy-Chace, 
No ſuch defign was known ; 

And *twas their bus'neſs to take care, 

It reach'd not to to the public ear, 
Or got about the town. 


Nor came where ev'ning beaux were met 
O'er billet-doux and chocolate, 
Left it defiroy'd the houſe ; 
For in that place who could diſpenſe 
(That wore his cloaths with common ſenſe) 
With mention of a {poute ? 
*'Twas put unto the vote at laſt, 
And in the negative it paſt, 
None to her aid ſhould move; 
Yet ſince Ardelia was a friend, 
Excuies *twas agreed to ſend, 
Which plaufible might prove. 
That Pegaſus of late had been 
So orten rid through thick and thin, 
With neither fear nor wit; 
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lk In panegyrick been 10 ſpurr'd, 
He could not from the be ſtall ſtirr'd, 

Nor would endure the bit. 


NMelpomene had giv'n a bond, Cn (\ 
By the new houſe alone to ſtand, | 


And write of war and ſtrife ; 
Tralia, ſhe had taken fees, 


And ſtipends from the patentees, 
And durſt not for her life, 
Urania * only lik'd the choice; 
Yet not to thwart the publick voice, 
She wiſp'ring did impart : 
They need no foreign aid irvoke, 
No help to draw a moving ſtroke, 
Who dictate from the heart. 


Enough! the pleas'd Ardelia cry'd ; 
And lighting ev'ry muſe beſide, 
Conſulting now. her breaſt, 
Perceiv'd that ev*ry tender thought, 
Which from abroad ſhe'd vainly ſought, 
| Did there in filence reſt, 


And ſhould unmov'd that poſt maintain, 
Till in his quick return again, 
Met in ſome neighb'ring grove, 
(Where vice nor vanity appear? 
Her Flavio them alone might hear, 
In all the ſounds of love. 


* Urania 7s the heavenly Muſe, and ſuppoſed 70 inþie 
thoughts of virtue. 


_ * 
— . 


| if 
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For fince the world does ſo deſpiſe i 
Hymen's endearments and its ties, 1 
They ſhould myſterious be; $18 

Till we that pleaſure too poſſeſs Eq 1} f 
(Which makes their fancy'd happineſs) nl 
Ot ſtolen ſecrecy, '; 1 


5 
EAGLE, the S0 W, and the CAT. 


I H E. Queen of Birds, t' encreaſe the regal ſtock, 
Had hatch'd her young ones in a ſtately oak, 

Whoſe middle part was by a Cat poſſeſt, 

And near the root with litter warmly dreſt 

A teeming Sow had made her peaeeful neſt 

(Thus palaces are cramm'd from roof to ground, 

And animals, as various, in them found.) 

When tothe Sow, who no misfortune fear'd, 
Puſs with her fawning compliments appear'd, 
Rejoicing much at her deliv'ry paſt, 

And that ſhe *ſcap'd ſo well, who bred fo faſt. 

Then ev'ry little Piglin ſhe commends, 

And likens them to all their ſwiniſh friends; 

Beſtows good wiſhes, but with ſighs implics, 

That ſome dark fears do in her boſom riſe, _ 

Such tempting fleſh, ſhe cries, will Eagles ſpare ? 
Methinks, good neighbour, you ſhould live in care: 
Since I, who bring not forth ſuch dainty bits, 
Tremble for my unpalatable chits; 
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And had I but foreſeen, the Eagle's bed 
Was in this fatal tree to have been ſpread ; 
I ſooner would have kitten'd in the road, 
Then made this place of danger my abode. 

I heard her young ones lately cry for Pig, 
And pity'd you that were ſo near and big. 

In friendſhip this I ſecretly reveal, 

Leſt pettitoes ſhould make th* enſuing meal: 
Or elſe, perhaps, yourſelf may be their aim, 
For a Sow's paps have been a diſh of fame. 
No more the fad, affrighted mother hears, |, 
But overturning all with boiſt'rous fears, 
She from her helpleſs young in haſte departs, 
Whilſt Puſs aſcends to practiſe farther arts. 
The anti-chamber paſs'd, ſhe ſcratch'd the door; - 
The Eagle, ne'er alarum'd ſo before, 
Bids her come in, and look the cauſe be great, 
That makes her thus diſturb the royal ſeat ; 
Nor think of mice and rats ſome peſt'ring tale 
Shall, in excuſe of inſolence, prevail. 
Alas! my gracious lady, quoth the Cat, 
I think not of ſuch vermin ; mouſe or rat 
To me are taſteleſs grown; nor dare I Sir 
To uſe my phangs, or to expoſe my fur. 
A foe inteſtine threatens all around, 
And ev*n this lofty ſtructure will confound 
A peſtilential Sow, a meazled pork 
On the foundation has been long at work, 
Help'd by a rabble, iſſu'd from her womb, 
Which ſhe has foſter'd in that lower room; 
Who now for acorns are ſo madly bent, 
That ſoon this tree muſt fall for their content. 
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1 would have fetch'd ſome for th* unruly elves; - 
But *tis the mob's delight to help themſelves : 
Whilſt your high brood muſt with the meaneſt drop, 
And ſteeper be their fall, as next the top ; 

Unleſs you ſoon to Jupiter repair, 

And let him know the caſe demands his care. 

Oh! may the trunk but ſtand till you come back! 
But hark! already ſure, I hear it crack, 
„Away, away——The eagle, all aghaſt, 

Soars to the ſky, nor falters in her haſte : 

Whilſt crafty Puſs, now o'er the eyry reigns, 
Repleniſhing her maw with treach'rous gains. 

The Sow ſhe plunders next, and lives alone ; 

The Pigs, the Eaglets, and the Houſe her own, 
Curs'd ſycophants ! how wretched is the fate 
Of thoſe, who know you not, till *tis too late!“ 


Love, Death, and Reputation, 


) EPUTATION, Love, and Death, | 
(The laſt all bones, the firſt all breath, 
The midſt compos'd of reſtleſs fire) 
From each other would retire ; 
Through the world reſolv'd to ſtray, 
Every one a ſeveral way; 
Exercifing, as they went, 
Each ſuch power as fate had lent; 2 
Which, if it united were, | 
Wretched mortals could not bear: 
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But as parting friends do ſhow 

To what place they mean to go, 
Correſpondence to engage, 
Nominate their utmoſt ſtage ; 
Death declar'd, he would be found 
Near the fatal trumpet's ſound ; 
Or where peſtilences reign, 


And quacks the greater plagues maintain ; 


Shaking ſtill his ſandy glaſs, 

And mowing human fleſh like graſs, 
Love, as next his leave he took, 
Caſt on both fo ſweet a look, 

As their tempers near diſarm'd, 

One relax*d, and t' other warm'd; 
Shades for his retreat he choſe, 

Rural plains, and ſoft repoſe ; 
Where no dowry e'er was paid, 
Where no jointure e'er was made; 
No ill tongue the nymph perplex'd, 
Where no forms the ſhepherd vex'd ; 
Where himſelf ſhould be the care, 
Of the fond, and of the fair: 
Where that was they ſoon ſhould know, 
Au Revoir !-—then turn'd to go. 
Reputation made a pauſe, 

Suiting her ſeverer laws; 

Second thoughts, and third ſhe us'd, 
Weighing conſequences mus'd: 
When ar length to both ſhe cry'd, 
You tw: fateiy may dividd, 

To the Antipodes may fall, 

And re-aſcend th' encompaſs'd ball; 
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Certain ſtill to meet agen 
In the breaſt: of tortur'd men; 
Who by one (too far) betray'd, 
Call in t other to their aid; 
Wailſt L tender, coy, and nice, 
Ra:s*d and ruin'd in a trace, 
Either fix with thoſe I grace; 
Or abandoning the place, 
No return my nature bears, 
From green youth, or hoary hairs ; 
Ii chrough guilt, or chance, I ſever, 
| once parting, part for ever. | 


The Decrs:on of FOR T UNE. 


— 
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ORTUNE well pictur'd on a rolling globe, 
With waving locks and thin tranſparent robe, 
A man behoiding, to his neighbour cry'd, 
Whoe*c: would catch this dame muſt ſwiftly ride. 
Mark how {he icems to fly. and with her bears, 
Ali that i worth buſy mortals cares: 
The gilded air about her ſtatuc ſhines, 
As if the earth had lent it all her mines; 
At andon here a q iadem ſhe flings, 
Aud 1: :cn thouſand fools ten thouſand glorious things. 
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Shall I then ſlay at home, dull and content 
With quarter-days, and hard extorted rent ? 
No, I'll to horſe, to ſea, to utmoſt iſles, 
But I'll encounter her propitious ſmiles : 
Whilſt you in flothful eaſe may chuſe to ſleep, 
And icarce thy few paternal acres keep. 
Farewel, reply'd his friend, may you advance, 
And grow the darling of this lady Chance ! 
Whilſt I indeed, not courting of her grace, 
Shall dwelt content in this my native place, 
Hoping I ſtill ſhall for your friend be known: 
But if too big for ſuch acquaintance grown, 
I ſhan't be ſuch a fond miſtaken ſot, 
To think remembrance ſhould become my lot ; 
When you exalted, have yourſelf forgot. 
Nor me ambitious ever ſhall you find, 
Or hunting Fortune, who, they ſay, is blind: 
But if her want of fight ſhould make her ſtray, 
She ſhould be welcome if ſhe came this way. 
*Tis very like (the undertaker cry*d) 
That ſhe her ſteps to theſe loſt paths ſhould guide: 
But I loſe time whilſt I ſuch thoughts deride. 
Away he goes, with expectation chear'd, 
But when his courſe he round the world had ſteer'd, 
And much had borne, and much had hop'd and fear'd, 
Vet could not be inform'd where he might find 
This fickle miſtreſs of all human kind: 
He quits at length the chace of flying game, 
And back as to his neighbour's houſe he came, 
He there encounters the uncertain dame ; 
Who, lighting from her gaudy coach in haſte, 
'To him her eager ſpeeches thus addreſt, 


7 d; 


And neither courts, nor yet my gifts deſpiſes. 
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Fortune behold, who has been long purſu'd, 1 
Whilſt all the men, that have my ſplendors view'd, q 
Madly enamour'd, have ſuch flatt'ries forg'd, 14 
And with ſuch lyes their vain pretenſions urg'd, Al 
That hither I am fled to ſhun their ſuits, N 
And by free choice conclude their vain diſputes; 1 
Whilſt I the owner of this manſion bleſs, LR 
And he unſeeking Fortune ſhall poſſeſs, AY 
Though rightly charg'd as ſomething dark of ſight, 15 
Yet merit, when *tis found, is my delight; i 5 
To knaves and fools, when I've ſome grace allow'd, | 1 
T has been like ſcatt'ring money in a croud, i 11 
To make me ſport, as I beheld them ſtrive, RY 
And ſome obſerv'd (through age) but half alive; FR 
Scrambling amongſt the vigorous and young; | 1 | 
One proves his ſword, and one his wheeling tongue, 1 
All ſtriving to obtain me right or wrong: 0 i 
Whilſt crowns and crofiers in the conteſt hurl'd, 20 
Shew'd me a farce in the contending world. WO 
Thou wert deluded, whilſt with ſhip or ſteed 1 
Thou lately didſt attempt to reach my ſpeed, bil 
And by laborious toil and endleſs pains | 10 
Didſt ſell thy quiet for my doubtful gains: [EY 
Whilſt he alone my real fav'rite riſes, | Mi 
Who every thing to its juſt value prizes, l ut 
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TK 
HOG, the SHEEP, and GOAT, 


Carrying to a Falk, 


H O does not wiſh to judge aright, 
And in the courſe of life's affairs, 
To have a quick and far-extended fight, 
Though it too often multiplies his cares? 2 
And who has greater ſenſe, but greater ſorrow ſhares ? 


This felt the ſwine, now carrying to the knife; 


And whilſt the Lamb and filent Goat 
In the fame-fatal cart lay void of ſtrife, 

He widely ſtretches his foreboding throat, 
DeaP ning the eaſy crew with his outragious note. 


The angry driver chides th? unruly beaſt, 
And bids him all his noiſe forbear ; 
Nor be more loud nor clamorous than the reſt, 
Who with him travell'd to a neighbouring fair, 
And quickly ſhould arrive, and be unfetter'd there. 


This, quoth rhe Swine, I do believe, tis true, 
And ſee we're very near the town; 
Whilſt theſe poor fools of ſhort and bounded view. 
Think *twill be well when you have ſet them down 
And eas'd one of her milk, the other of her gown. 


T, 


res? 


'Co 


But all the dreadful butchers in a row 


Muti of the two be held moſt fortunate and wiſe. 


OF WINCHE LS E A. 21g 


To my far-ſearching thoughts appear, 
Who know indeed we to the ſhambles go, 
Whilſt I, whom none but Beelzebub would ſhare, 


Nor but his dam would milk, muſt for my carcaſe fear. 


But tell me then, will it prevent thy fate ? 
The rude unpitying farmer cries ; 

If not, the wretch who taſtes his ſuff'rings late, 
Not he, who through th* unhappy future pries, 


CUPID and FOLLY, 
IM IT ATE D from the FRENCH, 


UPTID, e'er depriv'd of fight, 
Young and apt for all delight, 
Met with Folly on the way, 
As idle, and as fond of play. _ 
In gay ſports the time they paſs : 
Now run, now wreſtle on th graſs ; 
Their painted wings then nimbly ply, 
And ev'ry way for maſt'ry try: 
Till a conteſt does ariſe, 
Who has won th' appointed prize. 
Gentle Love refers the caſe 


To the next that comes in place; 
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Truſting to his flatt*ring wiles, 
And ſoftens the diſpute with ſmiles. 
But folly who no temper knows, 
Words purſues with hotter blows : 
Till the eyes of Love were loſt, 


Which has ſuch pain to mortals coſt. 


Venus hears his mournful cries, 


And repeats 'em in the ſkics, 


To Jupiter in council ſet, 
With Peers for the occaſion met; 


In her arms the boy ſhe bears, 


Bathing him in falling tears; 

And whilſt his want of eyes is ſnown, 
Secures the judges by her wn. 
Folly to the board muſt come, 

And hear the trial and the doom; 
Which Cytherea loudly prays 

May be as heavy as the caſe : 
Which, when all was juſtly weigh'd, 
Cupid's wings now uſeleſs made, 
That a'ſtaff his feet muſt guide, 


Which would ſtill be apt to flide ; 


This decree at laſt was read, 


That Love by Folly ſhould be led. 


n 1 


OF WINCHELSTA. al 


To Lavy WINCHELSEA, 
Occaſioned by ſome VeRsts in the 
R APE o the L & © 
By Mr. PF © PF &@ 


N vain you boaſt poetic names of yore, 

And cite thoſe Sapphoes we admire no more : - 
Fate doom'd the fall of ev'ry female wit, 
But doom'd it then when firſt Ardelia writ. 
Of all examples by the world confeſt 
I knew Ardelia could not quote the beſt, 
Who, like her miſtreſs on Britannia's throne, 
Fights and ſubdues in quarrels not her own. 
To write their praiſe you but in vain eſſay; 
Ev'n while you write, you take that praiſe away: 
Light to the ſtars the ſun does thus reſtore, 
And ſhines himſelf till they are ſeen no more. 


A 0 $ W 
IS ARM P with ſo genteel an air, 


The conteſt I give o'er ; 
Yet Alexander have a care, ] 


And ſhock the ſex no more. 
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= ANNE, COUNTESS 
We rule the world, our life's whole race, 
Men but afſume that right; | 
Firſt flaves to ev'ry tempting face, 
Then martyrs to our ſpite, 
| / 
You of one Orpheus ſure have read, 
Who would like you have writ 
Had he in London town been bred, 
And poliſh'd to his wit; 


- 


But he poor ſoul thought all was well, 


And great ſhould be his fame. 
When he had left his wife in hell, 
And birds and beaſts eould tame. 


Yet vent'ring then with ſcoffing rhymes 
The women to incenſe. 

Reſenting heroines of thoſe times 

Soon puniſh'd his offence. 


And as the Hebrus roll'd his ſcull, 
And harp beſmear'd with blood, 
They claſhing as the waves grew full, 
Still harmoniz'd the flood. 


But you our follies gently treat, 
And ſpin ſo fine the thread, 2 
You need not fear his aukward fate, 
The lock won't coſt the head. 


| 


OF WINCHELSEA, 


Our admiration you command 
For all that's gone before; 

What next we look for at your hand 
Can only raiſe it more, 


Yet ſooth the ladies I adviſe 
(As me to pride has wrought) 
We're born to wit, but to be wiſe 
By admonitions taught. 
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j Mr. Longe | Mr. Leverton 
164 Mr. Larpent Mr. Lally 
10 My. Lock Mr. T. Lloyd 
Mir. Lucas Mrs. Loughnan 


Mr. C. E. Lewis Mr. Leake 
| M. 
Sir Francis Molyneaux, Mr. E. Monckton 


Bt. Mr. F. Montague 
Mrs. Mitford Mrs. Milne 
| Mr. Manington | Mr. Mackay 
| Mrs. Manington Mr. Maxwell 
6 Mr. Mayer Mr. Martin 
| | Mr. Mercer Mrs. Moleſworth 
11 Mr. Merlin Mrs. May 
. Mr. Murray Mr. Martin 
11 Mr. Macnamara Mr. Merrifield 
1 Mrs. Macnamara Mr. Millington 
Hi 
If 
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— 
— 
L 5 — 
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SUBSCRIBERS NAMES. 24s | 
N. 
The Hon. Miſs North Mr. Nourſe 


Miſs Ann North Mr. Newte 
| O. 
Mr. Ord Mr. Offley 
F. 


Sir William Pepperell Bt. Mr. Parſons 
Sir Lucas Pepys, Bt. Mr. Powell 
Sir T. B. Procter, Bt. Mints Pole 
Sir James Pennyman, Bt. Mr. Perey 


Mr. Alderman Pickett 
Mr. Pybus 

Mr. John Pybus 
Mr. Charles Pybus 
Miſs Pybus 

Miſs Parry 

Mr. Purling 

Mr, Pepys 

Mr. Pittman 

Mrs. Pittman 

Mr. Paumier 


Mrs, Poulter 


Mr. Pine 


Mr. Perry 
Mrs. Pembroke 


Mrs. Payne 

Mr. Pearſon 
Mr. James Pearſon 
Dr. David Pitcairn 
Mr. Paynter 

Mr. Pomfret | 
Mr. Pritchett 8 | 
Mrs. Powell 

Mr. Park 


of Rutland 
Sir John Reade, Bt. 


Sir J. Ramſden, Br. 

| Vice Admiral Roddam 
a ' Mrs. Roddam 

1 | Mrs. Ruſſell 

| 9 Mr. Romney 
Bev. Mr. Ruſſell 
Mr. Rainsford 

Rev. J. Ryley, A. M. 
Mr. Rennell | 
Major-Gen. Roy 8 
Mr. J. Reeve 

Mrs. Richardſon 


Right Hon. L. Sondes 
Lady Style 

Sir F. Standiſh, Bt. 
Mrs. Shepperſon 

6 Mr. Smart 

if Mr. Stephens 

10 Mr, Scrimſtire 


Mr. J. Smith 


Sir Joſhua Reynolds, Bt. 
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R. 
Her Grace the Dutcheſs Mr. Ruddle 


Mrs. Reynold. 
Mr. Randal 

Mr. G. Richards 
Mr. B. Richards 
Mr. Rogers 

Mr. Rhodes 
Mr. Runnington 
Mr. John Robinſon 
Mr. J. W. Roſe 
Miſs Rankin 
Mrs. Roper 

Mr. Robinſon 
Mr. Reade. -< 
Mr. Rooker | 


Mr. Ruſſell 


8 


Rev. Dr. Scott 


Mrs. Scott 


Miſs Scott 


Mr. Skottowe 
Mr. Steven 


Mr. Smith 
Lieut. Col. Strickland 
Mrs. Strong 
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Mr. J. T. Smith 
Mr. Schaw 
Mr. Slingſby 

Mrs. Smith 

Mr. Soane 

Mr. Spence 

Mr. Strachey 

Miſs Sawyer 

Mr. Stupart 

Mr. Spencer Stanhope 
Mr. E. F. Stanhope 
Mr. W. Smith 
Mrs. Smith. 


Mr. J. Symonds 
Miſs. Stubbs 
Mr. Scott 


Mrs. Slack 
Dr. Sandeman 
Mr. Speight 
Mr. Sewell 


Mr. Sharp | 
Mrs, Spranget 
Mrs, Simpſon 
Mr. Stokes 
Mr. Stuart 


Mrs, Stuart 


iz 


Sir Henry Tempeſt, Bt. Mrs. Thompſon 


Mr. Thornton, 
Mr. Tickell 
Mr. Towers 
Mr. Twiſs 
Mr, Thompſon 


Mr. T. Vau ghan 


Sir J. Wright, Bt. 
Mr. Woollett 


Mr. Wright 


Mr. Tyler 
Mr. Thorpe 
Mr. W. Tyler 
Mr. Toulmin. 
Mrs. Todd 


V. 


W. 


Mr. Wilkes 7 
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Mrs. Watts 
Mr. Wright 
Mr. Weſt 


Miſs Wye 


Mr. C. Wyvill 


Mr. Ward 
Col. Watſon 
Mr. H. Walpole 
Mr. Weſton 


Mr. Walſh 
Mrs, Williams 


Sir W. young, Bt. 


Mr, Young 
Mrs. Young 
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Mr. Weſtbroke 
Mrs. Weſtley 
Mr. Woodd 
Miſs Woodd 
Mrs. Walford 
Dr. White 


Mr. D. Wright 


Mr. Woodcock 
Mr. H. Wigſtead 
Mr. White 


| 


Mr. Yorke 
Mr. G. Young, 


